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INTRODUCTION 

All the glamour about our present Renaissance 
of poetrj carries with it a palpable danger: the 
danger of disintegrating criticism. My belief is 
that the year 1916 may be the pivot upon which 
the art of poetr; in America will advance or re- 
cede. Poets are born — but fine poetry is en- 
couraged by public patronage and appreciation. 
Neither patronage nor appreciation is to be had 
from the public, if criticbm poisons the art at 
its root. The tradition of criticism is nearly al- 
ways the attempt to do this: Francis Jeffrey 
stands as the typical example of the destructive 
critic, who gave us no insist into his personal 
knowledge of life, and now, nobody reads him 
except out of curiosity ; Charles Lamb is a typical 
example of the creative critic, who seeks in his 
author a contact with life: he is not erudite but 
human, be measures rather than judges, and so 
we never cease to delight in his wisdom. With 
these examples, the right aims of criticism ought 
to appear quite positive. Contrary to popular 
belief — and the theory of literary individuals — 
criticism is not a judgment of literary styles and 
materials, but an interpretation of life through 
the creative use of language and expression. ' Not 
the form, but the substance is the main thing./ 



by Google 



Life is supplemented by expression. Facts are 
never visualised except throu^ spiritual recogni* 
tion. Form — conventional or £ree — with lit- 
erary or colloquial diction, is nothing but a chaos 
of words unless the theme or subject to which it 
{^ves being has ^owed to the " Let there be light '* 
of the imaginative emotion. 

The year 1916 witnessed the development of the 
present growth in American poetry to the point 
where a critical reaction will be fatal to its fur- 
ther progress. This renascence, now firmly ac- 
cepted by everybody as a definite movement in 
American life and literature, was fully a decade 
coming to maturity. It grew upon the fostering 
appreciation of the few who created a hearing 
for the art; that hearing established an audience, 
and the audience quickened the creative impulse 
of the poets. The Renaissance became a fact. 
The corollary to all this has been the evidence 
recently of an impulse to criticism which has taken 
hold of the poets themselves. 

The last decade, while poetry was developing, 
criticism as a function of appraisal did not exist. 
There was, of course, a body of critical writing 
in America, but when it concerned itself with 
poetry, it dealt mainly with the past. This crit- 
ical writing, which could praise Keats and Shelley, 
Foe and Emerson, would have hesitated to com- 
mend comparable poetic virtues in Hovey and 
Moody, even if a self-reliant study of contempo- 
raneous values had been bold enough to hazard 
opinions. What Arthur Symons was doing in 
England nobody dared to do in America. Joel 
E. Spingam gave comforting assurance ten years 
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ago, in promulgating the ideal of creative criti- 
ciflm, that America need not lack an accomplish- 
ment in disengaging contemporary literary values. 
It was Europe, and not America, that recognised 
Dr. Spingam's humane scholarship. America 
chose to go barren of interpretative vriting, deal- 
ing with contemporary literature. 

Now, as I have said, there is an incipient critical 
utterance, mainly the work of a few, and led by 
poets who have until very recently been out of 
touch with the current of contemporary American 
art, and it gives warning of being destructive. It 
is for the good of the art of poetry that it in- 
tends to be destructive — so it claims. It is dog- 
matic, as all such criticism is. It denies taste 
to those who differ in opinion from itself, for- 
getting the proverb de giutihtu non eit dUputan- 
dam. It clings to the tradition that artistic 
standards must be imported, and in applying those 
standards compares American poetry to a disad- 
vantage with English and European poetry, for- 
getting that in all essentials of life, experience and 
culture, America is fundamentally and superfi- 
cially different from Europe ; and it has never yet 
in all tiie examples I have read of this criticism, un- 
derstood the vital matter of substance and spirit- 
ual qualities, or given one-tenth of the attention 
to ideas and emotion that it has to questions of 
style and form, and to the discussion of rules and 
tradition. 

The influmce of this kind of criticism can do 
more harm to American poetry at present than 
any other influence whatever. The harm it does 
is by misrepresenting the art. If the public heeds 
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such criticism, audiences will diminish, snd the 
consequent discouragement of the poets them- 
Belves will produce a decline in creativenesa. It 
must be realised that no poet of to-day works and 
starves in obscurit; till chance or influence brings 
a patron to reward him with fame and a compe- 
tence, as was true in the past ; fame and fortune 
for the modem poet are the gifts of public recog- 
nition and appreciation, and if these do not come 
before youth advances to that vague borderland 
where it is lost, the modem poet gives the best 
of himself to other things. That poets have made 
money during the past few years is no proof that 
poetry to-day is less an art than a profession, but 
under the dispensation of modem democracy it 
does prove that poetry must make good business 
to flourish as an art. 

/ I will not admit that there is any such thing 
/as a n«K> poetry ; there are nem aspects and mean- 
/ings to life; and poetry, eternal as the primary 
J instincts of man, finds new symbols, images, and 
I personalisations to express and interpret them ; 
and so with the old formuls of poetic forms and 
1 diction, old formulae of criticbm become inade- 
quate by which to judge the new embodiments 
of poetic art. The fundamentals of criticism may 
be in Aristotle as the fundamentals of poetry are 
in the folk chants of antiquity and the communal 
chant of primitive peoples in the world to-day ; but 
Professor Saintsbury has shown that centuries of 
practice have made the function of criticism a 
subtle evaluation of life in dealing with the direct 
evidence of creative literature ; so poetry has ad- 
vanced from the oral communal chant to a highly 
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developed orgaDism in which formal diction and 
forms of fixed patterns are more or less stand- 
ardised. Art is the evidence of spiritual forces 
in man's nature working through experience, re- 
flective and active, and criticism is a luminous 
annotation of this evidence, defining through in- 
terpretation the degree of intensit; in which the 
evidence presents the artist's attempt to realise 
truth and beaut;. 

Criticism has always lagged behind creation; 
which is natural, since it must first have a body 
of evidence upon which to work. When it does 
catch up it begins to pound with the guns of ortho- 
doxy; it brings precedent and tradition as tests, 
and not finding the progressive era of new art 
adhering to the fundamentals of a past period, it 
fails to understand the impulse and aims of the 
new conceptions and embodiments. The first urge 
of incomprehension in art, is to attack the thing 
that cannot be explained in the common terms 
of the particular artistic medium; and so this 
criticism at once begins a destructive career. 
In orthodox criticism there is more energy than 
reason, more blind logic than evocative enthusiasm. 
In this you have again the contrast of Jeffrey and 
Lamb. The same intellectual temper which ap- 
plies orthodox criticism to contemporary work 
will change its method when applied to the art of 
a past era and will come forward with a creative 
exposition of literature. 

Contemporary painting, music, architecture and 
the drama have been fortunate in having trained 
creative critics in America, but poetry has lacked 
such interpreters. I do not mean to say there 
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has not been an occasional essay here and there 
which practised this method. And yet poetry is 
the one art through which America has natiocally 
influenced European culture, — there will imme- 
diately come to the reader's mind the influence 
of Foe and Whitman in England, France, Italy 
and Germany — is the one art which during the 
past decade has brou^t the American spirit into 
the international comity of Western culture, 
though receiving the least critical attention of the 
interpretative kind. The future of American 
poetry depends seriously upon the present and 
future quality of criticism. I have the greatest 
faith that the quality of that criticism will be 
creative. A significant editorial recently printed 
in the Boiton Evening Tranacript on " Our Con- 
sumption of Art," suggests the hopeful tendency 
of American criticism in general, and it cannot be 
so general without concerning itself with the art 
of poetry in particular. '* Ever and ever," it 
said, " the course of advance in criticism is away 
from the exposition merely of the forms and of 
the technique of the arts and on to the exposition 
of the emotions and ideas — to the spirit of the 
artists who determined and created these forms. 
... As this type of criticism increases in Amer- 
ica, we shall be nearing the day when its value 
will tell in America's power to create art, for this 
critical insist informs its audience what are really 
the qualities of soul, of mind and of character 
which sufficed to the production of great art," 

In the nineteenth century American poetry was 
differentiated by locality, though it was only in 
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New Eaglaod that a group rose to the dignity 
and influence of a " schoo]." The tradition of the 
New England group was English, its artistic cul- 
ture was a provincial branch of British art. The 
culture of the northeastern seaboard about used 
up the nineteenth century in completing the ex- 
hausted reign of British ideals over the art in 
America. In Walt Whitman was the declaration 
of poetic independence, but it was not until 1900 
that his thoroughly American principles were con- 
federated into Uie spiritual constitution of native 
poetry. The two most conspicuous figures in 
American poetry at the end of the last century 
were Hovey and Moody ; Moody reacted to Euro- 
pean influences, in style and conception he ad- 
hered to the traditions of British culture ; Hovey 
carried on the spiritual and emotional revolt of 
Whitman, and while refusing to go as far as the 
latter in the matter of form, yet practised an elas- 
ticity in the use of fundamental rhythms which 
gave him all the prestige of an innovator. . He 
was the first link in the chain of continuity which 
America was creating in the art of poetry. 

To-day American poetry is differentiated by 
aims, principles, and forms. Physical boundaries, 
in determining the character of expression, are 
obliterated. . There are, of course, centralised 
forces, but they are forces of individual power, 
rather than propinquity of ideals. There are 
tendencies and tchooU; and they are struggling 
against each other for predominance. This is a 
state of affairs that has never happened before 
in the history of American poetry. And it proves 
two things that are of the utmost importance: 
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first, that the condition of American poetry is per- 
Buosively healthy, and secondly, that a continuity 
is defining itself underneath the shifts and changes 
of expression, — showing a rooted poetic impulse 
in the American people that is going to grow and 
devdop into larger achievements of which the 
presoit accomplishments are only the significant 
and convincing indications. 

The present accomplishnient, if we take the 
year 1916-17, has variety in the individual and 
unity in the group. There are two groups op- 
posed in the matter of form, though in the instance 
of a few poets we find them utiUsing two methods 
of expression, and sometimes producing a hybrid 
form of rhythm. Some of the work of Conrad 
Aiken and John Gould Fletcher is of this character, 
and in each case the practice is a purely literary 
device rather than a natural and colloquial ren- 
dering of spoken sounds. Amy Lowell employs 
this form, too, and it is an effort to produce scale 
values in colour and sound, a combination of exact 
pictorial and emotional, effects. Robert Frost 
may also be said to produce this form; but if you 
study his Hemic, verse closely, and particularly the 
idioms of his lyrics, it will be seen that it is not a 
literary innovation that he achieves but the un* 
conscious tone of colloquial speech in which the 
terue of sound moulds the rhythmic outlines. But 
this middle ground — on which stand some others 
that are important thou^ not as notable in 
actual results as those I have mentioned — is 
flanked with work that is tenaciously conserva- 
tive and traditional on the one hand, and work 
that is radical and revolutionary on the other. 
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Withio both these liiDits of expression — the 
formal and free — there is a range of invoitive- 
ness that might furnish a thesis for the erudite, 
but should be of little concern to the true lover 
of poetry otdy where, in either caie, the tauention 
faUt to communicate adequately and appealingly 
the tubttance dealt with. So much for the matter 
of form. It becomes a fallacy when you concave 
it to be anything else than a kind of function per- 
forming through symbols the revelations and evo- 
cations enjoyed by the individual. After all it is 
only a medium, and as such must obey laws, but 
these laws, generally well defined in the abstract, 
change Kstheticallj in their manifestations, and 
the most convincing artist is he who can penetrate 
the veil of secrecy that surrounds them and force 
, their elements into service. 

It is worth noting here the essaitial differences 
and resemblances between the American and Eng- 
lish poets of to-day. As to form most of the poets 
in Enj^and are working in the main current of 
Eoj^sh poetry. Certain distinctions they pos- 
sess, a subtle verbal ease, not common to the con- 
servative American group. This gives them a 
quality of magic that is delightful — a quality 
that is mellow, atmospheric, retrospective. This 
is offset in the work of the Americans by magical 
glamour, by a fiercer tussle with the issues of life, 
a vibrant sense of the destinies that envelop the 
mind and soul of man, and a stronger personal 
reaction to normal experience. It is a difference 
of culture, not spirit, that contrasts this Enj^sh 
group of conformists from the Americans, but the 
advantage is certainly not all on the side of cul- 
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ture. It may produce a ripeness of art that has 
charm and distinctioD, but it loses a freshness, a 
buoyancy, a flexible adaptation of mood and sym- 
pathy toward the fermentations of new life. The 
anarchistic principle mast violate culture to 
propagate a new and vivid content in poetry, 
Abercrombie, considered by many the greatest of 
all living English poets to-day, Maselield and Gib- 
son, have done this. Davies, De la Mare, Hodg- 
son, and a few others, traditional in methods, ex- 
cel by the virtues of their talents. Behind them 
for the most part is a welter of clean workman- 
ship, illumined here and there with a special qual- 
ity of one kind or another, which can set no fair 
claim to be as good or better than our contem- 
porary poets in America. 

The spirit of the American conformists is a 
greater element of poetic strength than the culture 
of the English conformists. Beauty it regards as 
desirable, but truth is essential. And it is very 
largely this motive which has made so intense a 
response on the part of the American mind to the 
new art forms. That other group of American 
poets who practise free verse or vert libre have 
emancipated emotion for the full exercise of the 
intellect. Here the situation is similar to the sit- 
uation among the En^sh poets of to-day. The 
anarchistic principle has not only violated form 
but made substance jrield a new significance. It is 
to art what the liberal influence has been in latter- 
day English politics. The particular merit of 
this group, mostly carried by two or three strong 
flgures, is an intellectual advance over their con- 
temporaries in both En^and and America. How- 
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ever is regarded the forms in which they write, 
they have revived a note of romanticism in Amer- 
ican poetry, and given to its expression a stimulus 
that will impart a tone to invention of whatever 
pattern, and make it worthy of the intense sub- 
stance which is the fibre and texture of our na- 
tional existence. 

The thing criticism should remember when it 
considers American poetry to-day is, that it must 
be studied as American poetry. It is already a 
little too old to be regarded as an experiment, and 
it is yet too young to render a judgment as to its 
ephemeral or permanent character. But it is 
worthy of the highest appreciation and the most 
sympathetic interpretation, because it has seized 
upon and embodied aspects of character and life 
hitherto unrealised in rhythmic expression, and 
registered them upon the spirit of the nation. 

The examination of the year in the field of maga- 
zine verse has brought forth the richest harvest, 
presented in this volume, of my experience in this 
work. The reader should remember, in reading 
the selections in this " Anthology " that they are 
chosen from the poems printed in the magazines; 
and while there is a certain restriction in this ap- 
praisal of American poetry, the field is fairly and 
practically representative. Fifty per cent, of the 
poetry published in book form of the better quality, 
is now printed in the magazines, and this fifty 
per cent, represents the best work of the poets. 
Not only are the general magazines printing a 
larger quantity, but are insistent that what they 
print is the best ; and added to the general maga- 
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zines are some eight or ten periodicak specializ- 
ing in the art of poetry, making every effort to 
secure and publish the best work that is being 
written. It can very readily be seen that if no 
books at all were published, the magazines would 
be a sure aoid practical basis for a study of the 
production of present-day American verse. I 
do not mean to say that there is not work, and of 
the highest, originally published in book-form, but 
this does not minimize the adequate quantity of 
first-class work appearing in the magazines and 
representative of the yearly accomplishment of 
American poets. 

Such poems as the following, included in this 
volume, will confirm, I think, for any impartial 
reader, this statement: " Earth " and " The Un- 
known Beloved " by John Hall Wheelock, " The 
Most-Sacred Mountain " and " To My Friend 
Grown Famous," by Eunice Tietjens, " The 
Wave," by Louis Untermeyer, " Guns as Keys : 
And the Great Gate Swings " and " A Bather," by 
Amy Lowell, " The Interpreter " and " Old 
Youth," by Orrick Johns, '* Boyhood Friends " and 
" The Loom," by Edgar Lee Masters, " Artemis 
on Latmos," by Amelia Josephine Burr, " The 
Bunty Shoe," by James E. Richardson, " The 
Headland," by Arthur Davison Ficke, " Immortal 
Love," by George Edward Woodberry, " Eye-Wit- 
ness," by Ridgely Terrence, " The Child of God," 
by Louise Driscoll, " These United States," by 
Benjamin R. C. Low, " An Ode of Dedication," by 
Hermann Hagedom, " The Bonfire," by Robert 
Frost, '* Memories of Whitman and Lincoln," and 
" The Song of the Uprising," by James Oppen- 
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heim, " War," by Eloise Robinsoa, " The Sons of 
Motaneira," by John Erskine, '* Children of the 
Sun," by Wallace Gould, " The Secret," by Fred- 
erick Faust, "The Winter Scene," by Bliss 
Carman, " Songs Out of Sorrow," by Sara Teas- 
dale, " Meanwhile," by Edwin Ford Piper, " Vari- 
ations," by Conrad Aiken, " Summer" and *' Au- 
tumn," by William Aspenwall Bradley, " Carl 
Tombs" and " Adelaide Crapsey," by Carl Sand- 
burg, " Flying-Fish," by Charles Wharton Stork, 
and " The Seventh Vial," by Willard Wattles. 

Of the books of the year, I think I can say with 
even greater assurance than last year that, *' The 
excitement of finding first-rate poetry produced 
by American poets in our day has, perhaps, some- 
what subsided with the public ; and they are tak- 
ing their gifts more soberly and solidly." The 
fear which I have often heard expressed during 
this past year of a declining public interest in 
poetry, is not, I think, true. We have hardly 
more than established a native art in the past few 
years, and like all establishments it was attended 
with excitement ; but the era is just getting settled 
into its stride, and while there will be little excite* 
ment of surprise and self-satisfaction over the pos- 
session of a national art in the next few years to 
come, there will continue to be a wide, deep, and 
compensatory appreciation of American poets and 
poetry. 

If there is any sign of this to be detected in 
** poetry " magazines, the augury is a comforting 
and convincing one. For '* poetry " magazines 
come and go, like any other medium of periodical 
literature. Three new publications were wd- 
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corned to the field during the past year, Th€ Son- 
net, edited b; Mohlon Leonard Fisher, The Madri- 
gal, A Magazine of Love Lyrics, edited by Guatav 
David«oti, and The Lyric, edited by Samuel Roth. 
One magazine, The Poetry Review, was the " late 
lamented" of 1917. Mias Monroe's Poetry, 
in October reached its fifth birthday. With many 
of Miss Monroe's aims and accomplishments I have 
not been in sympathy, but that has been wholly 
apart from my admiration and appreciation of the 
miracle she has performed in making it possible 
to establish and edit a poetry magazine on the 
same practical and e£Scient basis as the general 
run of magazines. In spite of any criticism we 
may have to make of her judgment and sympathies 
(and who is it not open to criticism P it is a thing 
to be taken with grace even when not given in the 
grace) we cannot afford to have her magazine 
cease publication, and I most heartily hope she 
will succeed in her efforts to keep Poetry going for 
another period of five years, — and five times five 
years, if she has the strength — for everybody's 
sake. Her magazine has been one of service. 

The volumes of poetry for the year have pro- 
duced a richer contribution, taken all in all, than 
in 1916. Mr. Robinson's Merlin, Mr. Masters' 
The Great Valley, Mr. Untermeyer's These 
Timet, Mr. Oppenheim's Book of Self, Mr. 
Bynner'fl Grenatone Poems, Mrs. Coates' Col- 
lected Poems, Mr. Hodgson's Poems, James El' 
roy's Flecker's Collected Poems, W. W. Gibson's 
Collected Poems, ' Mr, Erskine's The Shadorced 
Hour, Miss Teasdale's Love Songs, Miss Brown's 
Road to Caitedy, and Mr. Ficke's An AprU Elegy, 
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are volumeB which every one interested in poetry 
should possess. The year has been extremely ridi 
in first volumes by poets. Mr. William Aspenwall 
Bradley, widely known for his brilliant prose-writ- 
ings, has published two volumes of poems, one of 
which has all the elements for becoming one of the 
most popular books this autumn and winter. It is 
his racy collection of tales of the Cumberland 
mountain folk. Old ChriitmaM and Other Kentucky 
Talei HI Vene. His other book, Garlandt and 
Wayfaringt, has rare distinction of feeling and 
workmanship. Among the authors who have pub- 
lished their first collections this year, Mrs. Tiet- 
jens' Proflei from China, one of the very finest 
achievements of the year, Miss Cleghom's Por- 
traiti and Proteitt, a lon^-desired gift from this 
able woman, Mr, Johns' Asphalt and Other Poems, 
a collection with magic touches. Miss Giltinan's 
The Divine Image, A Booh of LyHci, a rare ex- 
pression of mystical vision, Mr. O'Neil's A Cabinet 
of Jade, lovely intuitional fragments of experi- 
ence, Mr. O'Brien's White Fountains: Odes and 
Lyrics, symbolical strains of over-life, Mr. Shep- 
ard's A Lonely Flute, lyric whisperings of nature 
to the eternal, Mr. Johnson's Fifty Years and 
Other Poems, one of the lesser touched strings on 
the harp of life breaking into sound, and Mr. 
Middleton's Streets and Faces, touching common 
realities into flowers of understanding and affec- 
tion. 

The nation is at war. For nearly two years and 
a half we were spectators of, and now we are par- 
ticipants in, the European conflict. It is no 
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longer a European conflict, the battleground of the 
Great War is in the soul of Man. It was shifted 
there definitely by President Wilson when he de- 
clared before the whole world the principle for 
which the war must be fought to a victorious end 
for America and her Allies. The world mutt be 
made lafe for democracy! The combat is not only 
being waged with guns; it is being waged with 
music and words of the spirit, with the dream- 
haunted laborers of words, building an edifice of 
ideals for human brotherhood. Economic oppres- 
sion, social corruptions, racial hatreds, religious 
intolerances, are in the last defensive trenches 
against the attacks of Truth advancing behind the 
barrage of Beauty. Armies of the soldiers of the 
flesh, destroying with the terrible machinery of 
steel, and diemical agencies, shall pass : and armies 
of soldiers of the spirit, will go forward with the 
symbols of dreams and vision building in Beauty 
the spirit of man's life. 

In these pages is the Collect for the times. 

W. S. B. 
The Feast of St. Rose of Lima, 1917 

Cambridge, Massachusetts 
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TO THE MAKERS OF SONGI 

Surelg the time for making tongt kai come 
NoTO that the Spring ii in the air again! 
Trees blotiom though men bleed; and after rain 

The robini hop; and toon the beet wiU hum. 

Long teat the winter, long our lip* were dumb. 
Long under tnow our loyal dreamt have lain. 

Sitrelg the time for making tongt hat come 
Now that the Spring u in the air again! 

The Spring! ~— with buglei and a rumbling drum! 
Oh, buildert of high mutic out of pain. 
Now it the hour with tinging to make vain 

The boatt of kingt in Pandemonium! 

Surely the time for making tongt hat come! 

The Vigitantet Hermann Hagedom 

EARTH 

Grasshopper, your fairy song 

And my poem alike belong 

To the deep and silent earth 

From which all poetry has birth; 

All we say and all we sing 

Is bat as the murmnring 

Of that drowsy heart of hers 

When from her deep dream she stirs : 

If we sorrow, or rejoice, 

Yon and I are bot her voice. 

Deftly does the dost erpress 
Id mind her hidden loveliness^ 
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And from her cool silence stream 

The cricket's cry and Dante's dream; 

For the earth that breeds the trees 

Breeds cities too, and symphonies. 

Equally her beauty flows 

Into a savior, or a rose — 

Ixioks down in dream, and from above 

Smiles at herself in Jesos' love. 

Christ's love and Homer's art 

Are but the workings of her heart; 

Through Leonardo's hand she seeks 

Herself, and through Beethoven speaks 

Id holy thunderings around 

The awful message of the ground. 

The serene and humble mould 
Does in herself all selves enfold — 
Kingdoms, destinies, and creeds. 
Great dreams and dauntless deeds. 
Science that metes the firmament. 
The high, inflexible intent 
Of one for many sacrificed — 
Plato's brain, the heart of Christ; 
All love, all legend, and all lore 
Are in the dust forevennore. 

Even as the growing grass 
Up from the soil religions pass. 
And the field that bears the rye 
Bears parables and prophecy. 
Out of the earth the poem grows 
Like the lily, or the rose ; 
And all man is, or yet may be. 
Is bnt herself in agony 
Tailing up the steep ascent 
Towards the complete accomplishment 



by Google 



When all dust shall be, the whole 
Universe, one conscious souL 

Yea, the qniet and cool sod 

Bears In her breast the dream of God. 

If yon would know what earth is, scan 
The intricate, proud heart of man. 
Which is the earth articulate. 
And learn how holy and how great. 
How limitless and how profound 
Is the satare of the ground — 
How without terror or demur 
We may enteust oorselves to her 
When we are wearied out, and lay 
Oar faces in the common clay. 

For she Is pity, she is love, 
All wisdom she, all thoughts that move 
About her everlasting breast 
Till she gathers them to rest: 
AH tenderness of all the ages, 
Seraphic secrets of the sages, 
Vision and hope of all the seera. 
All prayer, all anguish, and all tears 
Are but the dost, that from her dream 
Awakes, and knows herself supreme — 
Are but earth when she reveals 
All that her secret heart conceals 
Down in the dark and silent loam. 
Which is ourselves asleep, at home. 

Yea, and this my poem, too, 
Is part of her as dust and dew. 
Wherein herself she doth declare 
Through my lips, and say her prayer. 

The Yale Review John Hall JVheelock 
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OVERTONES 

I heard a bird at break of day 

Sing from the antunm trees 
A song so my sUcal and calm, 

So full of certaintiea, 
No man, I think, could listen long 

Except upon his knees. 
Yet this was but a simple bird. 

Alone, among dead trees. 

The Bellman William Alexander Peng 

HIGHWAYS 

Who's learned the lore of trodden ways 
And walked them np and down. 

May love a steeple in a mist. 
But cannot love a town. 

Who's worn a bit of purple once 

Can never, never lie 
All smothered In a little box 

When stars are in the sky. 

Who's sipped old port in Venice glass 

May thirst for better brew — 
He's drunk an amber wine of son 

And wet his mouth with dew ! 

Who's ground the grist of trodden ways — 

The gray dust and the brown — 
May love red tiling two miles off — 

But cannot love a town. 

The Maue» Leslie Nelton Jenningt 
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I think it is not hard to lore with eaae 

A little land, for there a man ma; go 

From southern dawn to northern eve, and so 

Compass withbt a daj-time heart the seas 

White on a snn-drenched cliff, and after these, 

A river shining, and a purple bill. 

And lights that star the dusk, where valleys fill 

An evening with the tenderness of trees. 

But only a great lover loves the grest 

Dim beauty of a lonely land, and seeks 

Ever to keep renewed an hundred dreams. 

Of plains that brood by wide unwearying streams; 

Of bow archangels hold red sunset peaks. 

Winged with a flaming splendor desolate. 



And I have known a man, who back from wandering. 

Come when September rippled in the grain, 

Fall straight npon his knees to find the pondering, 

Grave twilight of his country once again; 

And see the earth, and watch the sentinel com 

March as an army marches from the sight. 

To where, below, the valley mist was torn. 

Showing a river pendent in the night; 

And black encircling hUls that held the damp. 

Sweet frost of autumn moonlight on their rim -^ 

Until his heart was like a swaying lamp ; 

Until the memory came again on him, 

Of brook and field; of secret wood; the yearning 

Smell of dead leaves; an upland road returning. 
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Be not afraid, O Dead, be not afraid, 
We have not lost the dreams that once were flung 
Like pennons to the world ; we yet are stung 
With all the starry prophecies that made 
Yoa, in the gray dawn watchful, half afraid 
Of visions. Never a night that all men sleep un- 
stirred; 
Never a sunset bat the west is blurred 
With banners marching and a sign displayed. 
Be not afraid, O Dead, lest we forget 
A single hour your living -glorified ; 
Come but a drum-beat and the sleepers fret 
To walk again the places where you died : 
Broad is the land, our loves are broadly spread. 
Bat now, even more widely scattered lie onr dead. 



O Lord of splendid nations, let us dream 
Not of a place of barter, nor " the State," 
But dream as lovers dream, for it is late. 
Of some small place beloved ; perhaps a stream 
Running beside a house set round with flowers, 
Or perhaps a garden wet with hurrying showers. 
Where bees are thick about a leaf-hid gate; 
For such as this men die, nor hesitate. 

Thf jjj ^Taj /■JHpifj goaqipy and Wi9ej_ 

The candid vaUeys, like a woman's brow. 
The mountains treading mightily to the skies. 
Turn dreams to visions; there's a vision now 
Of hills panoplied, fields of waving spears, 
And a great campus shaken with flags and tears. 

Seribner^t Magazine Maxwell Strutken Burt 
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THE MOST-SACRED MOUNTAIN 

[Space, and the twelve clean winds of heaven, 

I And this sharp exultation, like a cry, after the aiam. 

I six thonaand steps of climbing! 

[ Thia^&Tai Shan, the beautiful, the most holy. 

Below my feet the foot-bills nestle, brown with flecks 
of green; and lower down the flat brown plain, 
the floor of earth, atretehea away to blue infinity. 

Beside me in this airy apace the temple roofa cut their 
alow curves against the sky. 

And one block bird circles above the void. 

Space, and the twelve clean winds are here; 

And with them broods eternity — a swift, white peace> 

a presence manifest. 
The rhythm ceases here. Time has no place. Tfaia 

is the end that has no end. 

Here, when Confucius came, a half a thousand years 
before tbe Naaarene, be stepped, with me, thus 
into timelessness. 

The atone beside us waxes old, tbe carven atone that 
says: "On this spot once Confucius stood and 
felt the smallness of the world below." 

The stOTie grows old: 

Eternity is not for stones. 

But I shall go down from this airy space, this swift 
white peace, this stinging exultation. 

And time will close about me, and my soul stir to the 
rhythm of tbe daily round. 

Yet, having known, life will not press so close, and 
always I shall feel time rav^ thin, ftbout me; 
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For once I stood 

In the white windy presence of etemitf. 

Poetrg, A Magazine of Vent Eunice Tietjena 



m OUR YARD 

Moaes, Moses, seeing God 

In a bash that bomed, 
Moses, Moses, hesring God 

Advising, unconcctned, 

I believe yoa, for myself 
Saw him plain and heard — 

Others saw a myrtle bush 
That held a mocking-bird. 
The Bellman William Alexander Percjf 

THIS TATTERED CATECHISM 

This tattered catechism weaves a spell, 
Invoking from the Long Ago a child 
Who deemed her fledgling sonl so sin-defiled 

She practised with a candle-flame at hell. 

Burning small fingers that would still rebel 
And flinch from fire. Forsooth not all beguiled 
By hymn and sennon, when her mother smiled 

That smile was fashioning an infidel. 

" If I'm in hell," the baby logic ran, 
" Mother will hear mc cry and come for me. 

If God says no — I don't believe He can 
Say no to Mother." Then at that dear knee 

She knelt demure, a Uttle Puritan 

Whose faith in love had wrecked theology. 

The Sonnet Katharine Lee Bates 
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TO A NEO-PAGAN 

Your praise of Nero leayes me cold: 
Poema of porphyry end of gold. 
Palatial poems, chill my heart. 
1 gaze — I wonder — I depart. 
Not to Byzantimii would I roam 
In quest of beautjr, nor Babvlon; 
Nor do I seek Sahara's son 
To blind me to the hills of home. 
Here am I natire; here the skies 
Bom not, the sea I know is gnj; 
Wanly the winter sunset dies. 
Wanly comes day. 
Yet on these hills and near this sea 
Beauty has lifted eyes to me, 
Unlustf nl eyes, clear eyes and kind i 
While a clear voice chanted — 

" Tkeif loho find 
"Me not betide their dooritept, know 
"Me never, know me never, though 
" Seeking, teeking me, high and low, 
" Forth on the far four winds theg gal " 

Therefore your basalt, jade, and gems. 

Your Saracenic silver, your 

Nilotic gods, your diadems 

To bind the brows of Queens, impure. 

Perfidious, passionate, perfumed — these 

Your petted, pagan stage-properties. 

Seem but as toys of trifling worth. 

For I have marked the naked earth 

Beside my doorstep yield to the print 

Of a long light foot, and flash with a glint 

I Of crocus-gold — 

' Crocus-gold! 
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Crocns-gold no mill may mint 

Save the Mill of God — 

TheMiUofGod! 

The MiU of God with His sngela in't! 

The Yale Review Lee WOion Dodd 



Dn^EMMA 

What tliongh the moon should o 

With a blinding glow. 
And the stars hare a game 

On the wood's edge. . . . 
A man would have to still 

Cut and weed and sow. 
And lay a white line 

When he plants a hedge. 

What though God 

With a great soond of rain 
Came to talk of violets 

And things people do. . . . 
I woold have to labor 

And dig with my brain 
StiU to get a truth 

Out of all words new. 



Poetry, A Magasine of Veri 



A DUNE SONNET 

I was so lonely on the dunes to-day; 

The shadow of a bird passed o'er the sand. 
And I, a driftwood relic in my hand . . . 

Sea winds are not more lonely when they stray 

10 
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A litUe fitful and bewildered way 

In this wan acre, whose diy billows stand 
So pitilessly still of cnrre, ao bland. 

And wide, and waiting, infinitely grey. 



Id hollows I could almost hear them say, 
The misty breezes — Run, we will not stay 

In this unreal and spiritual land! 

Our soul of life is calling from the strand. 
Whose blue and breathing bosom leapt, or lay. 
Or laughed to as in shots of sUver spray ! 

The Mattel Max Eattman 



A PICTUHE 

Long surges of the summer sea 
Merge in the mists of beyond; 

And swaying seagulls lazily drift 
And cry to cry respond. 



Long stretches of the spray-flong coast 

Whiten the grayish sea 
And moan to softly-tinted woods 

In solemn lethargy. 

Long spaces of the dood-hung sky 

Float in the azare deep — 
And creep away in crowded heaps. 

Lolled In eternal sleep. 



The Poetry Review of America 



Arthur Crere Inman 
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THE TREE 

O fair and forest tree 
Where shall your great hands be. 
In depths of shadows black 
Or test In air? 

And shall yon hold the stain 
Of sonligfat or of rain 
When I walk down the wood 
And find yon there? 

And shall the moonlight soft 
O'er swathe thee from aloft. 
Like any faithful saint 
To reverence wed? 

Or shall the thunder crash. 
And wave its boming lash. 
Leaving a hnndred monarcbs 
Stricken and dead? 
The Boiton Trantcript Harold BuUard 



FATHERLAND 

Come fingered as a friend, O Death! 
Unfrock me, flesh and bone. 
These frills of smile and moan. 
These laces, traces, all nnpin! 
These veins that net me in, 
This ever Ussoingbreafli) 
Remove from me. 
If here is aaght to free ! 

To know these hills, nor wait for feet ! 
O, Earth, to be thy child at last! 
Thy roads all mine, and no white gate 
Inevitably fast. 

12 
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To enter vhere thy banquets are 
When storms are called to feast; 
And find tby bidden pantry stair 
When Spring with thee would guest; 

Into thine attic windows step 
From humbled HimalaySj 
And round tb; starry cornice creep 
Waylaying deities! 

Though for my hand 

Space hold oat spheres like roses, and ^ 

Like country lanes her orbits blow, 

My Earth, I know. 

If thou be green, and blossom still. 

That I most downward go; 

Leave stars to keep 

House as they will; 

The winds to walk or turn and sleep. 

Seas to spare or kill; 

Behind my back shall sunsets bum 

Bereft of my concern; 

Each wonder past 

Shall feed my haste. 

Till I have paused as now 

Beneath a bending orchard bough, — 

An April apple bough 

Where southern waters creep. 

t Bookman Olive TUford Dargan 



THE WAVE 

There was the sea again ! I The laughing sea. 
Breathing its fresh and salty invitation ; | 
Clapping its great, green bands and calling me 
To pit my strength against its energy 

18 
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And match its vigor with my own elation. 
ImpaticDtlf it drammed upon the ahore 
And, having yearned for it a year or more, 
I whipped the clothing from my eager body; 
Flinging aside my threadbare thooghtsi the aboddy 
Fears and lethargic fancies of a day 
Heavy with subterfuge and the decay 
^ Of sophistries that only cheat themselves. 
I beard the tide come racing down the sands, 

I Poonding a smnmons on the rocky shelves ; 
\ A savage welcome in its vehement roar. 

I I sprang out on the beach and slammed the door 

I As tbongfa to keep the humid world shut in. 

I I felt the salt winds sniffing at my skin, 

i The white-caps beckoning me with gay conunands; 
I And, pulled along by unseen, rescuing hands, 

I sprang into the water, once more free. . . . 

Something had snapped the' harsh, invisible bands — 
lit was the sea again, the laughing seal 

Out past the life-lines where the sea grew calm 

I floated, dreaming, on a watery breast. 

Of wonder with its secret unexpressed. 

And beauty singing its unwritten psalm . . , 

Its healing bathed me with the balm 

Of rest. 

I dreamed — and then, shocked from my languid 
mood, 
I beard new rumblings threaten and increase. 
This deadening quiet was a false release; 
The clouds became an evil, black-winged brood . . , 
I must escape this torpitude 
Of peace. 

I struck out swiftly toward the land. 
Hand over band; 
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Soothing at vostes of sea tbat flowed 

Out of iny reach. 
Missing the silTer line that showed 

The beach. 
I turned face-downward as I tried 

A shorter stroke; 
The breakers flnng me on my side 

And broke 
Over me while the spume was churned . 

The tide had turned! 

Desperate now, I threshed my arms about 
In a sharp tmdgeon till a burning pain 
Ran through raj ankles that kept plunging out 
Harder I kicked, and slower; but in vain — 
The tide kept pulling, and I made no gain. 
The beach was empty and my smothered shoot 
Fell on the thunders with no greater stir 
Than leaves on warring waters. And the rain 
Came with a mocking gentleness, a purr 
Of protest at my struggles. Doubly dear 
Though life was then, the fervor of it passed; 
The leaping radiance ebbed, and even fear 
No longer struck with Its insistent spar. 
This frantic burst of power could not last. 
I felt my body slipping — slipping — and 
A giant roller started toward the land. 
Sweeping the ocean with it as it came 
And seised me with a swift and iron hand. 
/ I floundered in a world of cold, green flame 
' And drank its Icy hatred ; heard my name 
Under the thunder. I was ground and tossed 
In some malignant mill-race; light was lost — 
\ All I could see were hands, dark hands; a score 
\ Of whirling tentacles that lifted, tore 

10 
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And palled me down agttin . . . and down . . . end 

down . . . 
I thought, is this the way that swinuners drown? 

Some one was lifting me; some others bore 

My limping body up the reeling shore 

And voices coming ont of nowhere cried 

" That's what a fellow gets for being brave . . ." 

" The tronble is, that there's a tricky tide . . ." 

" Old man, jou had a pretty dnrn close shave . . .' 

And how it happened I can never gee. 

All I remember is a thundering wave 

That came and caaght me in secnri^ 

And, in a breath. 

Despairing of a softer remedy. 

Forced me through war and death 

To rescue me. 

Stinging my soft complacence into strife; 

Sweeping me out of languor back to life. 

The Seven Artt LouU Untermeger 



A BATHER 

Thick dappled by circles of sunshine and fluttering 

shade, 
Yonr bright, naked body advances, blown over by 

leaves, 
Half -quenched in their various green, just a point of 

yon showing, 
A knee or a thigh, sudden glimpsed, then at once 

blotted into 
The filmy and flickering forest, to start out again 

16 



by Google 



Tritnnphuit in smooth, supple romidness, edged sharp 

as white ivory. 
Cool, perfect, with rose rarely tinting your lips and 

your breasts. 
Swelling oat from the green in the opulent carves of 

ripe fruit, 
And hidden, like fruit, by the swift intermittence of 

leaves. 
So, cling^g to branches and moss, you advance on 

the ledges 
Of rock which hang over the stream, with the wood- 
smells aboat you. 
The pungence of strawberry plants and of gum-oozing 

spruces, 
While below runs the water impatient, impatient — 

to take you. 
To splash you, to run down your sides, to sing yon of 

deepness. 
Of pools brown and golden, with brown-and-gold 

flags on their borders. 
Of blue, lingering skies floating solemnly over your 

beauty. 
Of undolant waters a-sway in the efi'ort to hold you. 
To keep yon submerged and quiescent whUe over yoo 

glories 
The summer. 

Oread, Dryad, or Naiad, or just 
Wtunan, clad only in youth and in gallant perfection) 
Standing up in a great burst of sunshine, you dazzle 

my eyes 
Like a snow-star, a moon, your effulgence bums up 

in a halo, 
For yon are the chalice which holds all the races of 



by Google 



You slip into the pool uid the wster folds over your 
shoulder. 

And over the tree-t<^ the clouds slowly follow yonr 
swimming, 

And the scent of the woods is sweet on this hot Bum- 
mer morning. 

Harper'M Magamne dmg Lowell 



LITTLE LONESOME SOUL 

Through the pure ether 
And the heaventy air, 
A little wandering Soul 
Seekt everjftehere itt mother. 

The little stars will play with thee; 
The moon thy pretty boat shall be; 
The sun himself thy horse is he. 
Angels will guide thee in thy flight 
Straight to the gates of golden li^t. 
Why dost thon hide thee in the night? 

Through the pure ether 
And the heavenlj/ air 
A little lonetotne Soul 
Seekt everywhere itt mother. 

It trembles at its tiny wings; 
It fears the harp the angel brings. 
Nor knows the song the angel sings. 
It only wonts, if it should cry. 
To fed its mother's hand close by. 
To hear its mother's lullaby. 

18 
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Through the pure ethtr 
And the heaoetdy air 
A tittle lonetome Soul 
Seekt everywhere it* mother. 

Poetry, A Maganne of Verte France* Shaw 



THE DOLL 

Thc Father 

There's something strange about the chUd to-night 

I scolded her because she had forgotten 

To fill the stove. She never said a word. 

But stood and smiled, as if she might be dreaming. 

The Mother 
This morning I went out to buy the dinner. 
I didn't like to leave her^ so I took her. 
Well, she was tired from the time we started. 
I had to yank her by the arm and poll her. 
We went to see the window-show at Field's. 
Oh my! — the dolls! From the first, one held her 

eye — 
A girt, a life-size two-year-old, with a dress 
Hand-work all over, and silk socks and slippers. 
It couldn't have cost less than fifty dollars. 
She looked, and couldn't seem to turn away. 
At last she said: " I want to be its mother." 
Then it came to me — what the doctor told us — 
Her heart was weak, and we must humor her. 
I said; " You'll get it for a Christmas present" 
Anyhow I've had peaceful hours since then. 
She hasn't fussed, nor had a fainting- spell. 
That shows she can be all right, if ahe's a mind to. 
But what on eartb'll we say to her to-morrow? 

19 



by Google 



Thx Fathcr 
Well saj how Sants Clsus got stuck in the snow. 

Thx Mother 
Now hark, I hear her hmnmiDg in her bed ! 
She always humSj and Dever sings out words. 
The long they may not hear 

I shall draw her very close to me, 

With my lore. 

Oh, could anything more beantifnl be 

Dreamed of? 

She is coming. I must wait, 

I most wait 

The Mother 
It's all because I let her go to school. 
I never was a one for education 
For children of her age. It gives 'em notions. 
And sets 'em looking up too high at things. 
The lOng they may not hear 

My sweet child is like a flower's light 

So is She, 

Wonderful Our Lady, in the night 

Near me. 

She will help me sleep and wait. 

Sleep and wait 

The Father 
I'll just go out and look along the street — 
The men have stood all day there peddling toys. 
I'll just go out and buy a top for her. 

The Mother 
Let her be satisfied with goose for dinner, 
And a bag of candy from tbe school-house tree. 
The tong they may not hear 

I shall hold my daughter's finger-tips — 

How they shine! 

I shall almost dare to touch her lips 
SO 
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With mine. 

I mnst try to sleep and vait, 

Sleep and wait 

Thk Mother 
How can we tell her? — that's what's bothering me. 
How can we tell her, tell her? — answer that! 
Oh, somehow I'm afraid to think of it — 
The dark in her eyes I know she'll have to-morrow. 
When she comes looking, and it isn't here! 

Poetry, A Magazine of Verie Agnet Lte 



AMBITION 

Kenton and Deborah, Michael and Rose. 
These are fine children as all the world knows. 
But into my arms in my dreams every night 
Come Peter and Christopher, Faith and Delight. 

Kenton is tropical, Rose is pnre white, 
Deborah shines like a star in the night, 
Michael's round eyes are as blue as the sea 
And nothing on earth could be dearer to me. 

Bnt where is the baby with Faith can compare ? 
What is the color of Peterkin'a hair? 
Who can make Christopher clear to my sight. 
Or show me the ejes of my daughter. Delight? 

When people inquire I always jnst state 
" I have four nice children and hope to have eight. 
Though the first four are pretty and certain to please. 
Who knows but the rest will be nicer than these ? " 

Philadelphia Public Ledger dUne KUmer 
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«A TRAVELER FROM A DISTANT 
LAND" 

It's a long jonmey tbrongb the stellar space*, 

And, boj, we're glad it's over and you're here; 

No more alone on that ethereal mere, 
But safe abed and watched by friendly faces. 
We hope you'll like us and our earthly places. 

You'll find as kindly on the whole, though queer ; 

Not ever quite bo bad as we appear. 
And at our maddest not without onr graces. 

And here you are to live and help us live. 
Bend close and listen, bird with folded wings. 
Here is life's secret: Keep the upward glancei 
Bemember Aries is your relative. 

The Moon's your uncle, and those Twinkling 
Things 
Your sisters and your cousins and your aunts. 

The Outlook Hermann Hagedom 

THE CHRISTENING 

little one, 

I'm holding yon, dose-cuddled on my arm, — 
(What if I should forget the ritual 
In merely holding you !) 

1 am your father; yon, my first-bom: 

And your mother's dead. 

O Baby, can I remember anything but that ! 

*Sh ! The droning voice begins, — 

(It's kind, though. Baby, and she loved it:) — 
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" Hatb this child already been baptdEcd, or no ? " 

Why do they ask sach silly things of yon f 

They know the answer. 

It's the nnanswerable we cry for 

Yon and I ; 

Reality concerns ns. 

" For as much as all men are bom in sin "— 

You weren't, my darling; 
Never mind the foolish words: 

" I beseech yon to call upon God the Father." 

Ob, do I not call on Him, 

Through long nights and hea^ick days I 

Who else can help aai 

" Grant this chUd that which by nature be cannot 
have." 

It will be enough. Sweetheart, 

If you have h^f the sweetnesses your mother had. 

The voice drones on — 

" And be made a living member of the same." 

But she is dead ! 

Why then should you, or I, be living? 

For^ve the sudden fierceness. Dear, 
'Sh ! Don't begin to cry. 
He's praying now: — 

" So give, now, unto us who ask: 
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Let us who seek, find: 

Open the gate unto us who knock." 

little one, all tint's for us ! 
We ask: we seek: we knock. 
And now, keep vaj still, 

While I put all m; mind on promiaing for you. 

" Now I have promised bj God's help " — 

1 have: 

Bat oh, mj little one. 
Will even that be potent without hers? 
Who sponsored me? 

Who, thus, for me, so fruitlessly renounced " the 
desires of the flcgh "? 

I want her terribly ! 

And, little son, does any one of them 

Know fully what he means, I wonder, when he says, — 

" The world, the flesh and the devil " i 
Listen again: 

"May also be endoed with heavenly virtues and 
everlastingly rewarded " — 

Yon will be, Love, if I can teach you as yonr mother 
would. 

He wants your sweet name now: 
She chose it — 
Felur 

" And do sign him with the sign of the Cross." 
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And there I kiss jou. Sweet, for her 

And for the agony she bore in bearing you. 

He's saying now — 

" Manfully to fi^t under bis banner 
And to continue Christ's faithful soldier." 

Is that the rightful language of the Church? 

Oh, shame, my baby, shame 

To speak those words above your downy head! 

Rather let all who pray, beseech that soldiers, ban- 
ners, fighting all. 
Be banished from the earth 
Before you come to manhood, 
For you and I must knock where she may open, 
And she loved Peace. 

So, little one, 

I'm holding yon, close-cnddled on my arm; 

He's done now: 

Let ns go! 

Amy Sherman Bridgman 
The Poetry Review of America 



ANNIE 

Maybe nine years, ber bair in yellow braids. 
Bide eyes that smiled and wondered. Unto ber 
The prairie bad a spirit; its wild dells 
Might catch you, lose you ; and its pathless slopes 
Swung twenty miles, and melting into sky 
Curtained a world of marvels. 
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Sbe bad heard 
Her father and her mother speak of sach. 
The pictures, too, in the geography 
Entranced her. How conceive Gibraltar Rock, 
Straight np a hundred times as high as the house ? 
The water roared and foamed at Hinton's Dam; 
Niagara then — ? And her one fairy book 
Read all to pieces, rendered litUe cine 
To the wide prairies and their witchery. 

Sbe heard the crane's cry, and the wQd goose note. 
The grouse make love at dawn ere April came. 
The groans of nighthawks, screaming of killdeer, 
Twittering of swallows, blackbirds' cheerful call. 
The flowers were her good gossips; violets. 
The bufi'alo peas, sheep sorrel, spiderwort; 
The milky sheen of poppies, red moss rose 
A mellow velvet, spikes of blazing star; 
The evening primrose delicately pale; 
The Spanish bayonet's spire of drooping bells; 
The sensitive plant's red ball o'erspiced with gold; 
Volnptnous yellow of the honey cups 
The cactoa guards; plain-thinking goldenrod. 

For playmates a cat, solemnity on four legs. 

And a doll for which her needle made awkward seams. 

She read and wrote, filled pages with criss-cross. 

Knitted on spools, helped mother, hunted eggs; 

Learned one by one all the beatitudes, 

Abou, A Ptalm of Life, and Lucg Gray; 

Was patient over faults in featherstitch 

If mother's mellow voice sang sweet old songs. 

Sometimes she changed a timid, helpless word 
With little girls at church; or rarer still. 
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An old-time visit gave for a whole half-day 
Some child for comrade. 

Of the world beyond 
The horizon she had fandes. It was bright, 
Strange, and eiciting like the stories told 
In twilight by her father; never sad, 
Mor lonely; full of romance and of dreams. 
In the long lingering sunset I have seen 
The steady eyes and wistful mouth appeal 
One moment to the colors of the heavens 
For answer, ere the dimple of her cheek 
Was found by faer father's lips, or the childish voice 
Sang to her doll a formal lullaby. 

Edwin Ford Piper 
The Midland, A Magazine of the Middle Wett 



THE BOY ON THE PRAIRIE 

At thirteen he first saw a railway train 

With all the amazing violence of the wheels. 

And the coughing engine, and the rebuking bell, 

A theme for round-eyed wonder. He conld ride 

A bucking pony, cut strange toys in wood. 

Braid hair or leather into lasso knot. 

Dive, swim, throw stones, — lacked mates for bat and 

baU,— 
Bat with a rifle could behead « quaU, 
Such lore men tau^t him. 

And be whiled long hours 
Of lonely sunshine with his horse and dog; 
Their hearty love dilating soft, bright eyes. 
Pricking the glossy ears, — their comradeship 
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In qniveriiigs, poisings of graceful bodies, 
FlAin, age-old words of the beasts. 

He learned to read 
The look and Ufe of all that roamed the wild; 
Where the first elm seeds showered on April grass, 
Wby creatures slipped throngh thidcet, or stirless, 

hid; 
Where coyotes denned, how plover nest on the gromid. 
Two pear-shaped eggs the color of grass in dost. 
Open to sight, so hard to see. 

And he Itncw 
The frowns and benedictions of the sky; 
Whether piled tbunderheads bridged all the bine. 
Or horsetails wavered in the path of wind. 
Or solid gray led np the long, long rain. 
He saw the earth arrayed in all its hours; 
The level sun laugh in the morning dew 
A-shimmer on each grass-blade while bare feet 
Were happy in that coolness; he saw the snow 
One daszle nnder winter sunlight shoot 
A flickering rainbow in rebellioiu eycB. 

Sometimes he read the weekly newspaper; 
And winter evenings helped him into books. 
On bim the Ancient Mariner cast a spell; 
The Lady of the Lake answered his bom; 
He struck the proudest blow in Chevy Chase, 
Linking the while Kit Carson, Daniel Boone, 
With Grant and Lincoln as bis greatest men. 

Edwin Ford Piper 
The Midland, A Magassine of the Middle We»% 
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THE SHEPHERD BOY 

I saw bim naked on a hill 
Above a world of ^Id, 
And coming by, so still, so still, 
The ahcep within bis fold. 

He strode along that golden air, 
A rosy-bodied fool. 
With wonder-dripping dreams as fair 
As starlight in a pool. 

He ssBg of old, forgotten springs 
Of worship in the sky. 
And longing passionate with wings. 
And vision that must die. 

His body and his spirit ^owed 
For joy that they were one. 
And from his heart the music flowed 
Into the setting smi. 

I hurried as the light grew dun, 
And left bim far behind. 
Yet still I heard his joyons hymn 
Come faintly down the wind. 

Scribnet^i Magamne Edward J. O'Brien 



BOYHOOD FRIENDS 

Old Adam Warfield had an only son 

But many dangbters, and the son was turned 

His seventeenth year, when cannon split the walls 

Of Sumter and awoke the natjon's fear; 
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As when a thief at midnight fits the key 
Within the entrance door, and struck with diead 
The inmates start from sleep, hearing a creak 
And step upon the stair. 

The father tilled 
A rented field, and Henry, who was the son. 
Toiled with him, while the daughters kept the house — 
The mother being frail — in harvest time 
Binding for holiday the sickled wheat 
One April day when Henry and his sire 
Made windrowB of the stalks of corn, which fired 
Smoked in sweet incense to the soul of spring, 
When the frogs chomsed and the blackbirds sang, 
A horseman passed, shouting the breathless news 
That Sumter's fort had fallen. With this word 
Young Henry Warfield left his work and ran 
Towards the cottage followed by old Adam, 
Who begged amid his tears the boy to stay. 
Pleading his youth, and that he being old 
Needed his help. 

But when the mother beard 
His resolution and his sisters ran 
Leaving their garden work, and threw their arms 
About his neck with wailings and with tears 
The boy wept too, but changed not his resolve 
To seek the war. And ere they knew, he passed 
The gate through and with shaded hands they saw 
His figure disappear below the hill, 
Haatn'ing towards Wendell Shipley's mansion house. 
Who was the justice of the township and 
Owner of many acres, and of the field 
Which Adam Warfield rented. 
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Wendell's Bon, 
A ^ath near eighteen, bed been sent afat 
To master Greek and Latin, since the father 
Had lost the chance himself, bnt having faUed 
Was disciplined and now at borne be idled 
The days away, half-sulking, half-ashamed. 
His father pondering him. 

So Henry came 
Bringing to them the dreadful news of war, 
And asking money for his fare to reach 
The place of master fifty miles away. 
Then Wendell's son, named Harold, asked to go, 
Whereat his father darkened, brief of speech, 
Forbidding bim, and giving Henry fare 
To reach the place of master, bade bim speed. 
Tbns ended all the talk and Henry left. 

That night there was a moon flooding the fields. 
And Harold lay awake and looked apoo it. 
Now resting on his elbow with his face 
Turned to the window, now at length stretched ont 
Dreaming of war, and following in his tbougbt 
The steps of Henry, Adam Warfield's son. 
And only staff. Then thinking of himself 
Whom no one needed, nay, wbo had disused 
His father's aid — and of his father's silence 
When he crept home from school in ill report — 
Then flashed into bis head that mayhap fame 
And triumph in the world lay on this path 
Now. open to him in this day of war. 
So slipping from his bed he dressed himself 
And through the door stole and along the walk, 
Patting old Gypsy who lay near the gate, 
Thomping the steps with her responsive taiL 
Thus to the place of master Harold went. 

81 



by Google 



Whom on arrival should he see but Henry 
Who welcomed him, but warned him of the age 
He most pretend to, as himself had done. 
Then treason to his heart arose in Harold: 
For seeing how the hardened officers 
Dispatched their business, and the discipline 
That threatened, and the life that had begun 
To show itself in hardship and in strife. 
The soul of Harold sickened, and he told 
His age when asked, and being then rejected 
Turned his slow steps towards his father's house. 
And having come was greeted joyfully 
With kisses from his mother, Wendell too 
Warmed to the boy in pride that he had made 
Himself an offering to the country's cause. 
Forgetting that old Adam Warfield's son 
Must needs belie his age to join the troops. 
And of this Harold spoke not, kept his peace. 

In tbe first battle Henry's spirit quailed. 
Another day a skinnish 'twixt two forests 
Engaged some scattered forces, when his hand 
Stung suddenly, and blood dripped till 'twas bound. 
Then harder service, and then Shiloh thundered, 
And Henry seasoned to the horror of war — 
His nerves grown resonant as the wire strings 
Drawn taut across the viol's soonding board — 
With tense, rapt courage, loaded, fired, advanded 
Until he fell, one bullet through his side, 
Another through the thigh bone, lying as dead 
Upon that bloody field, whence he was borne 
For surgery and to be nursed for months. 
Not to return to service with hia fellows. 
But doing duty in tbe hospital 
Till the war's end. Then home be came at last 
With soul and body schooled for any fate 
And took again the burden of the farm. 
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Bat Harold Shipley meanwhile turned to books, 
Won his degree and chose for vork the law. 
While in the years that followed Henry kept 
A quiet way by Wendell's wide domain. 
Serving or renting, when at forty-five 
A pension gave bhn means to buy a field 
Of forty acres with a cottage on it. 
Where with a wife and numerous progeny 
He lived unknown. 

But Harold's name was heard 
As one whom fame had almost touched for skill 
In the law's riddles, and for gift of speech 
In counsel or debate. Yet as the years 
Passed by be saw the prise still out of reach. 
Too high, too far, standing distinct and clear 
Above him, now the mists of youth which show 
All heights near by were cleared, and cruel light 
Translucent, cold, shone round the difficult rocks 
Beyond his strength. Then sorrow and then age 
Came on him and the grief of seventy years 
Found him alone, empty of heart and poor 
In courage for the end. 

One day a memory 
Of the old days with Henry flashed upon him 
When they had camped together in a storm 
That blew the tent high in the trees, in rain 
That swelled the river, and the boyish pride 
That filled them to out-brave the night and sleep 
On sodden blankets ; and a strange desire 
Filled bhn to talk with Henry. So he went 
And sought the humble cottage where he dwelt 

He foond him in the middle afternoon 
Lopping the branches from a broken tree, 
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A shriTelled, lutrdy nun, of leather face 

And gray, harsh hair, beneath which shone the eyes 

Grown scarcely older than the boyish eyes 

Of long ago, but lighted with a li^t 

Unwavering and clear, which seemed to speak 

Of elemental secrets and the lore 

Of intimate fellowship with natore's moods, 

Of perils faced, of tests of fire, of days 

And nights upon the battlefield. And Harold, 

Reading these secrets in his look, stood aWed 

In admiration, feeling that this man 

Had mastered life, and though alone and poor 

Had need of nothing. 

Many years before 
The wife of Henry died, and one by one 
His sons and daughters left him. So at dusk 
Henry prepared the supper midst the talk 
Of youthful days and laughter for the deeds 
That came to memory. After supper pipes 
Before the doorway, and the silence fell 
That haunts the woodlands, broken by the cry 
Of whippoorwills. And in the silence came 
Over the mood of Harold, as he saw 
The enshadowed figure of his friend stooped over. 
Elbows on knees, a vision of their lives: 
Now since the fires of time had bnmed to dust. 
All save the hardest residue of soul. 
What had life brought or left him half as rich 
As that this farmer-soldier, from the depths 
Of sacrifice and toil obscurely mined. 
Had smelted and possessed — the inner peace 
And strength, and consciousncsB that life 
Has played the touchstone to the best in a man. 
So Henry seemed to Harold to have won, 
And viewed himself as one who yet had failed. 
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Spite of bis wider wladom and the fame 
The yemxa had brought him. 

Henry broke the silence: 
" To-monow I most go at cutting weeds." 
" And I," said Harold, " mnit be back in town." 
Over tfacm shone the dipper where the wind 
Parted the tree-tops, covering with its sound 
A si^ of Harold, looking at the stars. 

The Yale Review Edgar Lee Mattert 



THE UNKNOWN BELOVED 

I dreamed I passed a doorway 
Where for a sign of death 

White ribbons one was binding 
About a flowery wreath. 

What drew me so I knew no^ 

Bnt drawing near I said, 
" Kind sir, and will yon tell me 

Who is it here lies dead i " 

Said he, " Your most beloved 

Died here this very day. 
That had known twenty Aprils 

Had abe but lived till May." 

Astonished I made answer, 
" Good air, how say you so! 

Here have I no beloved. 
This house I do not know." 

Quoth he, " Who from the world's cad 
Was destined unto thee 



by Google 



HcM llei, thy true beloved, 
Whom thou atult never see." 

I dreamed I passed a doorvajr 

Where for a sign of death. 
White ribbons one was binding 

About a flowery wreath. 

The Lgrie John Hall Wheelock 



A GIRL'S SONGS 
I 

I have three linga on my hand: 

One is set in blue, 
And one has chrysoprase. 

And one I wear for you. 

They are friends to me, 
They keep me company 

All the white night through. 
And when I think of death. 
And how witiiont a breath 
The house is, and the night. 
My three rings clinging tight 

Are warm npon my hand — 
My three round rings 
They are living things, 

And they understand. 
" Don't be afraid," they say, and I 
Pretend I would not fear to die. 



My watch beneath my pillow white 
Whispers to me all the night 
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iiy heart beats and my watch ticks. 
And the fear of dying pricks 
Like a pin God holds, and he 
Stabs my brain with it gleefully. 
iiy watch ticks and my heart beats. 
And cool and smooth are the linen sheets; 
And I am alone, and the house is still. 
And there are stars past the window-silL 



I should like to be a nun 

I think sometimes — 

To fast, hear chimes. 

And wear block gowns with folds; and keys; 

And know the words of rosaries. 

To hare no long hair; and to gire 

Obedience while I live 

To other women; and to walk 

As though I were older, and to ligbt 

Candles at saints' feet, and talk 

About himself to God at night 

Marg Carolyn Daviea 
Poetry, A Magazine of Verte 



THE GOLDEN HEART 

I bad a heart as good as gold 
For spending or for baying; 
It bought me many a hand to hold 
And many a breath for sighing. 

It bought me many a month to kiss. 
And many a secret token — 
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But whst'i the good of all of this 
Now tliat toy heart ii bn^en! 

My heart that once, as good as gold, 
Bought anything that mattered 
Is like a tale completely told, 
Uke golden money scattered . . . 

Bat somewhere there's a heart so young 
It still can spare for spending 
Will sing the song that I have song, 
Beginning with my ending. 

* Bellma* Witter Bgnner 



THE INTERPRETER 

In the very early morning when the light was low. 
She got all ready and she went like snow. 
Like snow in the springtime on a sunny hill. 
And we were only frightened and can't think still. 

We can't think quite that the katydids and frogs 
And the little cheeping chickens and the little grunt- 
ing hogs. 
And the other living things that she spoke for to as 
Hare nothing more to tell her since it happened thus. 

She never Is around for anyone to touch. 
But of ecstasy and longing she too knew much. . . . 
And always when anyone has time to call his own 
She will come and be beside him as quiet as a stone. 

Contemporary Verie Ortick John* 
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APTEB ALL AND AFTER ALL 

Dreaming of s prince, 

CindeTellft sat among the Ashes long ago; 

Dreaming of a prince, 

She sconred the pots and kettles till titey shone; 

and so. 
After all and after all. 
Gaily at the castle ball 
Cinderella met her prince long and long ago 1 

Dreaming of a prince. 

Sleeping Beaut; lay in happy slumber, white and still; 

Dtreaming of a prince. 

She waited for a hundred years, and then his bagles 

shrill. 
After all and after all. 
Woke the castle, bower, and hall. 
And he found her waiting him long and long ago I 

Dreaming of a prince, 

I polish bowl and tea-pot and the spoons, each one ; 

Dreaming of a prince, 

I hang Uie new-washed clothes to wave a-drying in 

the sun; 
After all and after all. 
Great adventures may befall 

Like to those that happened once long and long ago ! 
The Century Magazine Mary Carolyn DavicM 

SANCTA URSULA 

(After Carpacdo) 
This is her room; this is her narrow bed 
Whereon each night her golden hair is spread. 
This is her glass wherein each mom she looks; 
These are her pictures; these are all her books. 
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These sie her trinkets, trophies girlish, gay; 
These are the toys she touches every day. 
This is her desk whereat she sits to write 
Letters that make the day that brings them bright 
These are her fish that swim in water dear; 
This is her winged Love she most holds dear. 
This is her mg her eager feet have pressed; 
This is her chair wherein she sinks to rest 
When wearied with some simple task or plcasore. 
This is her clock whose hands her yoong hours meas- 
ure; 
These are her walls that hold her heart at home. 
These are her windows, tempting her to roam. 
Tliis is, in fine, her world; no world more wide. 
Since all her dreams start here or here abide. 

TFilliam Atpenwall Bradleg 
The Centurg Magaeine 



WHILE YOU LOVE ME, LOVE ME 

Tonight, the country wine was clear 
And yon were deft to hand it; 
Yet now you lie beside me, dear. 
You scarcely uDderstand it. 
You brought a leaf of lavender, 
And I blew out the candle. . . . 
You do not breathe or yield or stir. 
With mystery to handle. 

I know, my sweet, that day will come 

And bring a gray reminder. 

Yet in the fiying boors of nigbt 

You need but be the kinder. 

I know that every burnished star 
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Will fade to uh above me, 

Yet . . . nestle to me as 70a are. 

And while you love me, love me. 

I know that I must Tise at dawn 
To take the dusty bigh-way ; 
And you must stay behind, or go. 
But never travel my way. 
There is no seal of love to bind, 
(No toach of mine has bound you)— 
Perhaps another ni^t will find 
Another's arms around you. 

But now tonight the fire lies still 
Upon the rosy ceiling; 
Across the moonlit window-sill 
The jasmin scent is stealing. 
Your golden hair about my face 
And I who lean above you ; 
Tonight, tonight, dear, draw me close, . . . 
And while you love me, love me. 
Contempormy Ferte WtUard WattUM 

" WISTFULNESS " 

I could not see the land 
The mist lay all too deep: 
O, yon who understand 
Child, do not weep. 

I did not hear the bell 
That sounded from the shore 
Bat in my soul a knell 
Sounding ever more. 

I shall not eome to yon 

Back from the sad world's pain. 
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Or see the dreaming blue 
Of 70iir eyes again. 

Yon aiog your evening song — 
There in the candle light; 
O — but the hours lay long 
Out in the night. 

Columbia UmverMtty Monthly Katharine Adamt 

A BLUE VALENTINE 

For Aline 
Monsignore, 
Right Reverend Bishop Valentinus, 
Sometime of Interamna, which is called Pemi, 
Now of the delightful Court of Heaven, 
I respectfully salute you, 
I genuflect 
And I kiss your episcopal ring. 

It is not, Monsignore, 
The fragrant memory of your holy life. 
Nor that of your shining and joyous martyrdom. 
Which causes me now to address you. 
But since this is your august festival, Monsignore, 
It seems appropriate to me to state 
According to a venerable and agreeable custom. 
That I love a beautiful lady. 
Her eyes, Monsignore, 

Are so blue that they put lovely little blue reflections 
On everything that she looks at. 
Such as a wall 
Or the moon 
Or my heart. 

It is like the light coming through blue stained gUtsa, 
Yet not quite like it 
For the blueness is not transparent, 
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Onl^ translucent 
I Her soul's light shines throng. 

But her soul cannot be seen. 

It is something elusive, whinuical, tender, vanton, in- 
fantile, wise 

And noble. 
I She vears, Monsignore, a bine gannent, 

Made in the manner of the Japanese. 

It is very blue — 

I think that her eyes have made it more blue. 

Sweetly staining it 

As the pressure of her body has graciously given it 
form. 

Loving her, Monsignore, 

I love all her attributes ; 

But I believe 

That even if I did not love her 

I should love the blueness of her eyes. 

And her blue garment, made in the manner of the 
Japanese. 

Monsignore, 
I have never before troubled you with a request. 
The saints whose ears I chiefly worry with my pleas 

are the most exquisite and maternal Bri^, 
Gallant Saint Stephen, who puts fire in my blood, 
And your brother bishop, my patron, 
The generous and jovial Saint Nicholas of Bari. 
But, of your courtesy, Monsignore, 
Do me this favor: 

When you this morning make your way 
To the Ivory Throne that bursts into bloom with rosea 

because of her who sits upon it. 
When you come to pay your devoir to Our Lady, 
I beg you, say to her: 
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" Madame, a poor poet, one of ^our ainging Mrruita 

yet OD earth, 
Haa aaked me to say that at thi« moment he ii ca- 

pecially gratefnl to yon 
For wearing a blue gown." 

Poetry, A ilagatine of Ferae Joyce KHmer 



ARTEMIS ON LATMOS 

I called him to the motmtain and he came. 

The valley drew turn — ah, could I not aee 

How slowly and reluctantly at first 

His feet were tamed from the familiar waya? 

Until I stooped to him and put aaide 

The dimness of bis sight that hid my face; 

Then he came gladly, but with arms outstretched. 

Hasting with quickened breath and burning tjtt. 

As man to woman, but I led him still 

A pace ahead, always a pace ahead 

And out of reach — and so he followed me. 

Now be is mine; bia body liea asleep. 

With every slender limb in perfect peace 

Lax as a child's, and on the boyish cheek 

The lashes He unmoving; but his soul — 

His soul stands op as one who puts aside 

Hia garments at the games, to run his coarse 

In naked beaoty of unhampered strength. 

So do I love thee best, Endymion ! 

Clad in these cast-off weeds, however fair^ 

Thy kisses would have made of Artemis 

Only a woman. Nov thou art a god, 

To breathe new life upon the needy world 

And look with clear, all-comprehending eyes 

Through every cloud that men have made themselves. 
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Crying " This way ! " with calm authority 

And making darkness bright — even aa I 

Among the stars, on earth Endymion. 

Oars is the commerce of immortal love — 

Hearts lifted and assnaged — the hand of irrong 

Palsied in act to strike — healing of pain 

And quickening of poverty to hope — 

Mercy in souls that knew it not, and joy 

In the dulled eyes of weepers ; by these things 

Thou godlike dost attest thy lore for me, 

A goddess, and thou feelest in thy strength 

My tenderness, and knowest me thine own. 

Yet thou wert bom a man and not a god. 

Strange — had I left thee in the valley there 

Thou wouldst have stayed a shepherd, rising slow 

With yawns and stretchings of unwilling limbs. 

And eyes too heavy to behold the dawn; 

Until the fervid taucb of eager noon 

Kindled thy blood to human passion — nay. 

How bad I borne to see thee dancing then 

Among the herd-girls, thrilled by sodden sight 

Of swaying arms and soft young bosoms, dazed 

By some warm gust of unexpected curls 

Across thine eyes ? ( Or else, when all the world 

Lay swooned in summer trance, amid the shade 

Dappled with shifting splendor, heralded 

By shrill sonorous music of the wood, 

Parsoing the flushed ivory of some fair 

Not all-elusive dryad ?^ Squandering 

Thy strength and yonth and beauty, in the arms 

Of what is of the earth and can endure 

No longer than the earth? To watch thee grow 

Heavy of foot and gnarled of hand, a churl 

Deep drinking with the rest at harvest-home. 

Taking to bed and board a docile mate 

To give thee food and children at the will 
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Of thy gross thoughtless body, and at last 
To see thee die, worn out, yet clingmg still 
To that uncomely garment stained with use 
And shapeless grown with age and careless weat- 
Tbat garment men would call End}rmioD? 
Across the starry spaces comes to me 
My liberated lover's cry of joy: 
"This is the better way, my love!" — and yet 
That red mouth moves as to a woman's kiss. 
The arm goes tensely out as if to draw 
To the strong breast quick-shaken with a sigh 
The dryad's yielding laughter, and the hand 
Curves as about a little hand that steals 
Home to its palm — a little clinging hand. 
Sleep, body, sleep! Art thou Endymion? 
Endymion is a god and far away. 
Insensate thing, what right is thine to dream 
Dreams of the valley when thy soul is gone.^ 
Has thou indeed a life that is thine own f 
Nay, hast thou rights as well ? — I pity thee. 
For my Endymion shall not taste of death; 
iTbc measureless eternities are his I 

(wherein to spend his ever-crescent strength. / 
His beauty grows forever with the still 
Immortal growth of the nnhastening gods. 
Who smile to see the worlds drop into dust. 
Knowing what is to come. But what of thee, 
Endymion the mortal? Thou must grow 
Less beautiful, not more, as year by year 
Binds leaden sandals on thy dragging feet. 
The vision that beholds what men call Time 
A little dancing mote which quivers down 
Among a thousand others through a beam 
Of light supernal, to be lost in dark — 
That vision is the god's, and without end 
His time for loving, as his power for love 
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\nthont k limit. Ab, but what of tbee, 

End;inIoii the mortal? Thou canst love 

Only a little, and a little while, 

And in one little unexpanding wxy. 

Earth boonds thee, as it holds thee at the last. 

And if thon go onfruitfnl to the dust. 

That is thine end. There trembles on my lips 

The smile that is the weeping of the gods 

To think how I hare cheated thee, poor thing 

Of clay; how eagerly thy hands went oot 

To clasp me — Artemis — a pace ahead. 

Always a pace ahead and out of reach. 

Poor fool, can mortal arms take Artemis i 

Thou shouldst bare followed Aphrodite — nay. 

Flesh as thou art, thine was a nobler choice; 

Thon wooldst not seek a wanton, though dirine — - 

Thy stammering lips would woo no less than hera 

Who is m virgin even to the gods. 

Haply didst even think to have of me 

The comfort of the hearth and hear my voice 

From lips like thine cry " Father " at thy knees — 

And lo, I give thee nothing but long sleep 

Disquieted with dreams. 

The world is still — 
The heavens wheel above -me where I stand 
Poised between earth and sky. From far away 
It seenu that I can hear the sleepless hearts 
Of all the cheated dreamers of the world. 
The hearts that found the perfect love too late 
To clasp and hold it close — those sadder hearts 
Who thought to realiie transcendently 
Body and soul — to prison Artemis 
A bride — and fared as thou, Endymion 
The mortal. Bitter waste of dreams and tears ! 
O Father Zeus, why didst thon fashion men 
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Of body and of spirit if the twain 

Moat torture each the other eTcnnore? 

ZcuB does not answer — and the skies wheel on. 

Their eyea are calm with seeing overmuch. 

Those stars — but I, since I am of the gods, 

I grieve in vision for the pains of men. 

Such waste of dreams and tears — and yet — and yet 

Is it all waste ? Blessed indeed is he 

Who deems that he has seen God face to face. 

Whether the dream be very truth or not, 

Blessed is he if it be truth for him. 

The heart that found the perfect love too late. 

Perchance, had love been free to clasp and hold. 

It had proved less than perfect. Now that heart 

Goes gtorious, having seen divinity 

Unveiled, a hallowed creature through the years. 

And thou, my sleeper — yea, I call thee mine 

Although thy dreams have never known my face. 

What shall I do — shall I awaken thee 

Or shall I hold thee here with poppies bound 

Shut from thine earth, thine only heritage 

And leave my lover free to range the stars ? 

Standest thou here, Endymlon the god, 
With sad, sweet eyts upon me? Thou didat bear 
My thought while still I locked it in my heart. 
Reluctant to release it. O my love, 
Zeus is our father — where he giveth life 
Shall we give death? Take unto thee again 
Thy cast-olf garment — ■ stooping from the god. 
Endue thee with thy body. Go once more 
Into the valley, to the flocks and herds. 
The rustic festival, the hearth at night. 
GO' clothed among mankind, Endymion, 
Thou who hast walked with Artemis free-limbed 
Upon the heights of heaven. Thou shalt fulfil 
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The simple tale of thy mortality, 

Tboa who hast been divine. Live out thy life — 

The things of earth cannot ignobly come 

Ever again, my lover, unto thee. 

And for the sake of her, the child of Zens 

Who gave thee godhead, tbon shalt tenderly 

Cherish and reverence her whom thou dost choose 

To be thy wife — and thou shalt carry forth 

Thy children to behold me pass on high 

And teach them little songs of Artemis. 

Thine earthly vesture shall conform itself 

To thy true body's beauty, till at last 

It fall from thee — thou hardly knowest how 

Nor carest — and thou face me once again 

Upon these heights, my lover and my god — 

The truer god because the truer man. 

I bid thee no farewell, Endymion. 
Scribner'i Magazine AmetUi Jotephine Burr 



THE BUNTY SHOE 

(New Jersey Pine Barrens) 

** O Husband, Husband, yours the sin 

That spake unkindlily; 
I've gone with him that loved me well: 

Ye need not seek for me! " 

The lamp was lit, the lamp was otit. 
The cook-stove only glowed; 

The gun was gone that I might have 
To bear along the road. 

With a hondred houses in the town, 
The town where I was bom. 
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There was none conid look npon my face, 
And erer give me scorn! 

The road ran right, the road ran left. 

As sure as snre could be; 
'Twaa twenty miles to Philadelphia, 

And fifty to the sea. 

And thrice I looked onto the left. 

And thrice onto the right; 
And thrice upon the written word 

That bid me to the night. 

And thrice I spat into my hand 

And struck the spittle free; 
And thrice the Devil's compass said 

The road that led to sea. 

The first bouse was my own house. 

The house where I was born; 
I have drawn the coals unto the floor. 

That none shall give me scorn. 

The second house was the landlord's house, 

I have tossed him in the key; 
And a hundred dollars in good green money 

To set the mortgage free. 

'Tis a hundred dollars in good green money, 

And well bespent, said be; 
'Tis a hundred dollars in good green money 

And now I let ye free; 
Tis a hundred dollars in good green money 

And will ye drink with me? 

SO 
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I'll not come in to yt, landlord, 

This bitter nigbt and frore; 
A good warm fire and a good good-even; 

Go in and bar the door! 

The third house was the blacksmith's bouse. 

The fallow land thereby; 
Beside the forge stood English George; 

I knew he would not lie. 

A hundred dollars in good green money 

Of my Uncle Sam's decree 
If ye may name the bog-bred thief 

That stole my gun from me! 

He has never looked up from the bellows-rod 

Beside the anvil-tree; 
He has taken the red bar in the tongs 

And made the sparkles flee; 
Get thee to Hell! cries English George; 

I'll punch the head of thee ! 

Well see to that, O English George, 

There's other work in hand; 
The road may run the length of Hell, 

But not at thy command; 

Well see to that when I come back. 

Ye bearded chimp'anzee ; 
We'll see to that when I come back 

From jail or gallows-tree t 

Beside the forge stood English George, 

Nor left the anvil-side ; 
When thou come back, cried English George; 

Thank God he had not lied! 
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Good time, good time, when I come back 

To play at fall and stand; 
There's plenty time 'twixt now and then. 

And othei work in hand; 
. . Three miles along macadam road. 

And then I struck the sand. 



The first mile was a red mile. 
The fire burnt fair and free 

O red red cheeks of the false 
To bum the heart in me ! 



The second mile was a yellow mile. 

The fire went mad with glee ; 
O yellow hair of the false false woman 

To barn the soul in me 1 

The third mUe was a black mile. 

As black as char could be; 
O black black heart of the false vilUin 

That stole my love from me! 

It's forty-seven mile to Tuckerton Town, 

The road runs trim and true; 
And never the track but the track of a horse 

That wears a bunty shoe ! 

silver-tongued lawyer of Tuckerton Townj 
To think you could me fool! 

1 saw the track of the bunty shoe 
On every frozen pool! 

f 'Tis a long long road to Tuckerton Town 
/ By sandway, swamp and spung; 

/ And here's the track of the bunty shoe, 

I And here's the steaming dung; 
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And here's on empt; cracker-boz 

And here's a crust of bread; 
And here's ft comb with a broken tooth 

That came from my wife's head. 

And it's plod and plod the long sand road 

To Tackerton by the sea; 
And it's yet I'll slit the silver tongue 

That won my love from me ! 

And it's plod and plod the long sand road 

Between the blasted pine; 
And the mackerel cloud comes over the moon. 

And it's, Hear the sea-wind whine; 
And the snow comes down by hour and hour 

Till it's. Mind the wagon-Une! 

The snow comes down, the snow comes fast. 

From Oiig's to Woodmansie; 
There's never a track in the long sand road 

Could ever a lawyer sec! 

The snow comes down, the snow comes fast. 

The snow comes to the knee; 
And never a track for that man's eye. 

Only a man's like me. 

The sea- wind whips, the sea- wind grips. 

The sea-wind keeps me true; 
For none may see the little hook-tracks. 

Nor yet the tire-tracks two; 
O woe unto the little horse 

That wears the bunty shoe I 

The night wears on, the morning comes, 
The left eye's frozen sealed ; 
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And where away are the green green hills 
That lead to Muuon Field? 

O where away are the grees green hills 

That Sninmer joys to know? 
The bearberry bush and the dwarf pine 

Are monnded under snow. 

The first bill was a gravel hill 

Unto the county atone; 
There was no other in any man's eye 

Save this one hill alone. 

The second hill is a sand hill 

To tease me as I go; 
A half foot of the hooftumed sand. 

Three foot of tumbled snow. 

The third hill is a sand hill, 

A cruel hill and true; 
And there lies the little horse 

That wears the bunty shoe. 

O silver-tongued lawyer of Tuckerton Town, 

How is't ye do not shoot? 
Ye have taken my honor, ye have taken my wife. 

Ye have taken my gun to boot! 

O silver-tongued lawyer of Tuckerton Town, 

How is't ye do not speak? 
The tongue that saved the many man's neck. 

It will not even creak; 
The tear that sprung to the least man's dollar 

Is frosen on your check! 

O golden-haired woman of Wescoat Town, 
What shall ye say to me? 
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'Tia twenty mile to TackertoD Town 

And five to Woodmansie ; 
Shall I lay ye deep in the snow and the sand 

Where never man shall see? 

husband, hosbandj mine the sin 

That wrought so woefully; 
The waxen man that sits here dead, 

He swore of love to me ; 
O husband mine, I craved that word 

I never heard from ye! 

O a taagae's a tongue, and a hand's a hand. 

And the tongue that man had be 
And the tongue's love and the band's love. 

Which bids the other love flee? 

hnsband, husband, mine the sin; 
What made ye come to me? 

Ye may kill me once, ye may kill me twice. 
But swear ye once loved me ! 

1 loved yon once, J loved you twice. 
As any man could see ; 

Come tell me now, or ever ye pass. 
What have ye done to me? 

O, he told me his lore the first hour, 

As sweet as sweet could be; 
He told me his love the second hour. 

With a word of less degree; 

He told me his love the next hour. 

That swore to love ye true; 
And sore he beat the little horse 

That wears the bunty shoe. 

5S 
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The snow came down Uw next hour, 

As cold as cold could be; 
Save only the blood of the silver-tongned lawyer 

That took my cloak from me I 

I called on him the next hoar, 

I knew that he would die; 
The blood in him was frozen half 

Or ever the 8m)w-filled sky. 

O husband, husband, mine the sin] 

'Twas then I loved ye true; 
Forgive, forgive, as God forgives. 

And take me home with you! 

There's no home above our head, 

woman fair and free; 
There's no home above our head 

From Wescoat to the sea! 

husband, husband, mine the sin 
That wrought such bitter rue; 

By roof or sky, nntil I die, 
I'll naught but follow you ! 

0, the silver-tongued lawyer of Tuckerton Town, 

1 have pitched him in the snow; 

For the little red horse with the bonty shoe. 
He will no longer go; 

1 have taken my wife in my arms again 
The way to Woodmansie; 

Five long long miles by snow and sand, 
— Five days she sat by me. 

I've a hundred dollars in good green money. 
I've a hundred and fifty-three; 



by Google 



If the lawyer lies on Manion Hill 

I hare not gone to see; 
The wife, by Cod, for sll her fauly, 

Was better stuff than he! 

Contemporary Verie Jamet E. Bichardton 



GRENSTONE 

" Is there sncfa a place as Grenrtone? " 

Celia, hear them ask! — 
Tell me, shall we share it with them? 

Shall we let them breathe and bask 

On the windy, annny pasture. 
Where the hill-top turns its face 

Toward the valley of the mountain. 
Our beloved place? 

Shall we show them through our churchyard. 

With its crumbling wall 
Set between the dead and living? 

Shall OUT willowed waterfall, 

Blueberries and pines and bluebirds, 
Be a secret we shall share? . . . 

If they make bat little of it, 
Cclia, shall we. care? 

The BeUman Witter Bynner 

A NUN 

One glance and I had lost her in the riot 

Of tangled cries. 
She trod the clamor with a cloistral quiet. 
"'Deep In Tifct eyes 



by Google 



As thoni^ she heard the muted mnsic only 

That silence makes 
Among dim mountain summita and on lonely 

Deserted lakes. 

There is some broken song her heart remembers 

From long ago. 
Some love lies buried deep, some passion's embers 

Smothered in snow, 
Far voices of a joy that sought and missed her 

Fail now, and cease. . . . 
And this has given the deep eyes of God's sister 

Their dreadful peace. 

Poetry, A Magasint of Ferte Odell Shepard 

THE HEADLAND 

At the cliff's base he looked up, and there saw her 
Hi^ on a headland, like a Venus risen 
Above the earth to front the eternal skies; 
And madness came upon him . . . 

For this land 
Was to him wholly alien; he had come 
Wandering hither as to the world's last edge 
In search of doubtful peace. JHere where the coast 
Jutted in cliffs and granite promontories 
Over the seas, and took the flooding waters 
Into the depths of labyrinthine caves 
And weeded estuaries, here he walked 
Day after day, a pilgrim whom no shrine 
Yet had 3ufficed.| But in the hardy bloom 
Of heather on these hilltops, and in the bleak 
Iron frugality of the huts that raised 
Their thatches here and there, and in the gjeam 
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Of rigor and resistance in the eyes 

Of the few peasants, he eanght sametiines sense 

Of a strong bitterness that might save his soul. 

Today with knapsack and half-blunted staff 
He bad once more set out along the shore, 
Traversing sometimes the wide sand of bays 
And sometimes scaling boulders where the crags 
Had cast their wild detritus down to sea. 
" Down from the heights," he thought, " the great 

crags moulder 
In the assault of each indifferent year — 
Heights liie the ones that once within my spirit 
Lifted their splendid precipice to confront 
All stars and seas — where now the incessant years 
Gnaw them to drifting sand. What now remains 
Is shamed by loftiness of these strong walls — 
Walls strong as yet, though even while I watch 
I know them mouldering seaward as do I. 

" So speaks this land to me, — this granite and 

Of tragic fortune; yet in its defeat 

Braced to resistance, nerved to high disaster 

And an eternal sternness. Thus alone 

With stoic hardness must the hills confront 

Sky and the stars when all their flowers are gone 

Under the sea-wind. 

" Vanishing flower-world ! . . . 
Men toil and fight, love and contrive and dream. 
And for a little while the mad illusion 
Holds them. And then the beauty sickens away 
Beneath the irony of the mortal fate, 
Todiay's fate and tomorrow's. Till in the end 
They must go down to the edge of the waste sea 
And walk alone as I now walk alone . . ." 
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Then at the cliff's hase, anddenly looking ap 
He saw upon the headland high above him 
A woman'a fonn. Her clear and upturned head 
Fronted the ocean-plain; her streaming hair 
Tossed In the sea-wind; in one drooping hand 
Some snowy garment fluttered as she stood 
Naked, sublime, exultant in the sun, 
Drinking the lonely spaces. To her feet 
Rose up the tawny bastion of the rock. 
Scarred as by fires of ancient conflagration. 
Higher than any sea-gull's questing flight 
Above the low shore-levels ; and beyond her 
Trembled the deep bine of the summer sky. 

And he at this mirage stood staring up 
Incredulous. Then as her beaoty mixed 
With the sky's beaufy and the rocks' and sea's 
Within his heart, a swift tumultuous sense 
Of joyfulness swept through him; he remembered 
Suddenly songs that he had long forgotten, 
And youthful dreams in moonlight-haunted fields, 
And vague unrests that once had mastered him 
In Automn dusks. / Out of these buried deeps 
, /How to the lig^t stormed phantoms long-imprisoned 
1 )i )\. " By bitter walls, — a flash of the world's beauty 
V ^^ And a wild cry for happiness^l There she stood. 
Image of joy, a shout and a revelation. 
Glory! Glory! Glory! Youth and the aim. 
Life in its royal hour, there lifted up 
Their pinnacle toward the sky; doubting and dust 
Fell from him, as the triumphant leap of Summer 
Here touched fulfillment. 

Well he knew that she 
Also, like the great cliffs, would crumble down 
Slowly to formless clay: her proud young splendor 
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Wonld some day too yield to the lapping waves 
Of time aronnd her feet. But for this hour 
She faced the sun, lordliest being of earth, 
White and all-conquering. And her call rang out 
Across the waves like the note of a silver trumpet 
Fierce in his ears. He lifted his head in pride. 
Once more awakened to the stirring charge 
Of desperate living, — once more marching forth 
In the human army to assault the dark 
Of chaos with its banner of dreams and beauty 
And limitless desire. 

Then from its shadows 
His spirit toward the sun-lands sent its cry, — 
" There is a wonder, still, keen in the world — 
There is a splendor still: — and on that height 
I shall achieve it^ There, with the wind and sea 
Sending their mi^ty pulses up to us. 
We shall know each other like gods meeting an peaks 
Of some lost star, — know the appointed hour 
Toward which our lives have groped, — and be at last 
Victorious and transfigured. Where the abyss 
Yawns down to death, there shall we meet and clasp 
In one wild moment of ecstasy, — rush together 
Like grappling planets in the void, and be 
For one hour, bloom of the world, — for one hour, 

crown 
Of the dim years of failure." 

And thereafter, 
As though he were lifted by the winds of the sea 
Or the winds of his own spirit, he sprang up 
Toward the great cliff's base, and with quivering steps 
Clambered from rock to rock. The iron front 
Of the sheer wall obeyed him, as his dream 
Drove him upward and upward. DizBily below 
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Grew the long sp&ce; but never looking back 
He set his passion toward the brow of the cliff. 
The sharp-edged granite gnawed his clawing fingers; 
And as his feet slipped, he more fiercely dang 
And climbed and strove on irresistibly. 
His heart beat riotously; bis soul with song 
Seemed shouting out its triumph, lost and shaken 
With winds of heroic battle, — mad and crying 
Its flaming hymn of gratitude to have found 
A wonder worth its passion of desire. 

And slowly came the cliff's edge into view 
High over him ; then nearer ; then he paused, 
And with the deep breath of a swimmer plunging 
Through a vast wave, he slowly raised himself 
Up the last height, — and there, across the edge 
Of the brink, grew into sight the woman he sou^t. 

Unconscious on the windy brink she stood, 
Her head poised motionless, fronting up and out 
Over the winds and waters. Her loosed hair 
Would have been dark in cities, but here burned 
Into a flame of deep dull-surfaced gold 
Like dagger-handles from Etruscan tombs 
Or smoldering poppies. A wide generous light 
Across her brows swept, — light that grandly spreads 
Down lands of gradual valleys where the com 
And wine of the rich year ripen in silence. 
Her eyes looked out wonderfully over-sea. 
Quiet, emptied of meaning, now made one 
With the vastness that they gazed on; and her lips 
Stirred not but waited, parting as thongh a smile 
Of mighty gladness sometime there should come. 

Then he, a little rising, step by step, 
Beheld her throat, coliunned in slender strength, 
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Blend with the powerful benlgiunt shoulders 

Of KDcient statues, and the generous arms 

Fitted for work of days or for the shelter 

Of man's exhausted sleep. And from her throat 

Slowly sloped the forward-swelling arc 

In a proud dominance, smoothly, tranquilly. 

Until its even mastery changed and broke 

Into less perfect rondure, — and reluctant 

Trembled into new drooping curves of song. 

And the long lines in echoing course swept downward 

To meet the passionate strong springing contours 

Of the carved thighs, that might have frozen to marble 

Save for the quivering light that played across them. 

And over the quiet valleys of her body 

The living shadow slept as hurricanes sleep. 

I He poised in dreaming madness . . . 

/ Then she turned 

[ Slowly, unconsciously — till her sudden eyes 

I Flashed into knowledge — and a wild terror 

I Flickered like lightning on her face: she cowered 

I And clutched her arms to her body, domb and pant- 

i«g,- 
I Shrank, — faced him, — turned, — and shrank, — and 
I faced him again. 

I And he, poising upon that perilous edge, 
I Drunk with the dream of an immortal beauty 
■And a brief splendor of deathless joy, cried out — 
r' I too have heard the wind-call ; I too am here, 
IBeautiful lover ! ■ We on the heights of the world 
Meet, that the earth may blossom ! this is the hour > " 

And the bewildered fear grew in her face 
From which the timeless womanhood had fallen 
Leaving her but a girl, — young, desperate, lost 
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In lonely agony. The triumphuit bead 
Seemed drooping down now to the shaken bieast — 
The tremulous body paled; the light went out 
That bad filled her eyes. And he cried — " Beauti- 
ful one 1 
Laugh! It has come." 

She sank to the brown rock 
And with a last look of deserted terror 
And dim uncomprehending shame and cold 
And weakness, hid her face in her quivering hands. 

He saw the li^t go out, — saw the proud form 
Crumble into a sobbing heap, — aware 
That the sky darkened suddenly and the glow 
Of the golden sun was vanished from the world. 
Then his numbed fingers on the granite boulders 
Slipped with a dull reluctance; and as they slipped 
His heaveU'Soaring mind evoked once more 
The wild and windy vision of the white woman 
Against the fathomless blae of the blue sky, — 
The light, the dream, the earth's transfiguration, — 
As his frail body dashed from rock to rock. 

Tht Seven Arti Arthur Daviton Fieht 

« IMMORTAL LOVE " 
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) thou who clothest thyself in mystic form,— 

Color, and gleam, and lonely distant 

Whose seat the majesty of ocean is. 
Shot o'er with motions of the skyey storm ! 
Thon with whose mortal breath the soul doth warm 

Her being, soaring to eternal bliss; 
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Whose revelfttion unto na is this 
Dilated world, starred with its golden swarm ! 

Thee rather in myself than heaven's vast li^t 
Flooding the daybreak, better I discern ; 

The glorious morning makes all nature bright. 
But in the soul doth riot more, and bum; 

A thomand beanties rush upon my si^t, 
But to the greater light within I turn. 



I know not who thou art to whom I pra7. 

Or that indeed thou art, apart from me; 

A dweller in a lone eternity. 
Or a participant of my sad way. 
I only know that at the fall of day 

Fain would 1 in thy world companion thee; 

Upon the mystery of thy breast to be 
Unconscious, and within thy love to stay. 

I lose thee in the largeness when I think ; 

And when again I feel, I find thee nigh ; 
The more my mind goes oat to nature's brink. 

The more thon art removM like the sky ; 
But when concentrated in love I sink. 

Thou art my nucleus; there I live and die. 



Immortal Love, too high for my possessing, — 
Yet, lower than thee, where shall I find repose? 
Long in my youth I sang the morning rose, 

By earthly things the heavenly pattern guessing! 

Long fared I on, beauty and lore caressing, 
And finding in my heart a place for those 
Eternal fugitives; the golden close 

Of evening folds me, still their sweetness blessing. 
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bappy we, the first-born heirs of natnre, 

For whom the Heavenly Son delays his light! 

He by the sweets of every mortal creature 
Tempers eternal beanty to our sight; 

And by the glow npon lore's earthly feature 
Maketh the path of our departure bright. 

George Edward Woodberry 
Seribner^M Magamne 



SONGS OUT OF SORROW 



SPIRITS BODBC 

From naked stones of agony 

I will build a house for me: 

As a mason all alone 

I will raise it, stone by stone, 

And every stone where I have bled 

Will show a sign of dusky red, 

I have not gone the way in vain, 

For I have good of all my pain: 

My spirit's quiet house will be 

Built of naked stones I trod 

On roads where I lost sight of God. 



Unless I learn to ask no help 
From any other soul but mine, 

To seek no strength in waving reeds 
Nor shade beneath a straggling pine : 

Unless I learn to took at Grief 
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Unshrinking from her test-blind e7es. 
And take from Pleasure feftrlesalj 

WluteTer gifts will m«ke me wise — 
Unless I lesm these things on earth. 
Why was I ever given birth? 



I heard a wood thrnsh In the dusk 
Twirl three notes and make a star — 

M7 heart that walked with bitterness 
Came back from very far. 

Three shining notes were all he had, 
And yet they made a starry call — 

I caught life back against my breast 
And kissed it, scars and all. 



Life has loveliness to sell, 

AU beautiful and splendid things, 

Blue waves whitened on a cliff. 
Soaring fire that sways and sings. 

And children's faces looking np 

Holding wonder like a cup. 

Life has loveliness to sell. 
Music like a curve of gold. 

Scent of pine trees in the rain. 
Eyes that love yon, arms that hold. 

And for your spirit's still delight, 

Holy thoughts that star the night. 
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Spend oil yon hare for loveliness, 
Buy !t and never count the tflsU 

Foij^K^Wtute singing h o"^ of peace 
Count man; a year of strife well lost, 

And for a breath of ecstasy 

Give all yoa have been, or could be. 

tewj/, A Magazine of Verte Sara Teaidale 

VARIATIONS 



The moon distils a soft blue light, 

The moon distils a silence. 

Black clouds huddle across the stars; 

I walk in deserted gardens 

Breaking the dry leaves under my feet. 

Leaves have littered the marble seat 

Where the lovers sat in silence . . . 

Leaves have littered the empty seat . . , 

Down there the black pool, quiveringly. 
Ripples the floating moon . . . 
Down there the tall trees, restlessly. 
Shake beneath the moon . . . 
Beloved, I walk alone . . . 
What ghost is thb that walks with me. 
Always in darkness walks with me? 



Green light, from the moon, 

Pours over the dark blue trees, 

Green li^t from the autumn moon 

Pours on the grass . . . 

Green light falls on the goblin fountain 

Where hesitant lovers meet and pass. 
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They Un^ In the moonli^t, tonching hands, 
They move like leaves on the wind . . . 
I remember on Batman ni^t like this. 
And not so long ago. 

When other lovers were blown like leaves. 
Before the coming of snow. 



Wind in the annlit trees, and the red leaves fall; 

Shadows of leaves on the sunlit wall. 

Wind in tbe tnming tops of the trees . . . 

] am zeminded, seeing these, 

Of an afternoon, and yon 

Making the trees more scarlet, the sky more bine. 



Here, alone, onknown, in the darkness, 
I watch yon whirling above your shadow. 
Soft in saffron, with dark hair jeweled. 
And arms uplifted. 

Dancing alone in the hissing spotlight . . . 
You rise and fall on the wave of the music 
Narrowing eyes at the light that dazzles. 
Languidly smiling . . . 

Beantifnl, now, are your coM white shoulders . 
If I were death, my hands might touch them; 
If I were death, my mouth might kiss yon. 
Passionate dancer. 



From the cold fountain's sunlit 1^ 
A shining film of water spreads. 
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It Is shot with son, it is blue and gold . . . 
It scatters jewels to wet the grass, 
And children watch it with lifted heads, 
And the young girls pause there as they pass ■ 
A sparrow sits at the edge, and flings 
The vanishing jewels with his wings. 



Yoa are as beautiful as white clouds 
Flowing among bright stars at night: 
You are as beautiful as pale clouds 
Which the moon sets alight. 

You are aa lovely as golden stars 
Which white clouds tr; to brush away: 
You are as bright as golden stars 
When they come out to play. 

Yoa are as glittering as those stairs 
Of stone down which the blue brooks mi 
Yoa are as shining as sea-waves 
All hastening to the son. 



Red leaf, red leaf, falling to float 
On the blue water among the cold clonds . . . 
If I were a child I would call yon a boat 
And sail to tJie moon . . . 

I would saU to the moon with the dark king's daughter, 
The beantiful dreamer with green-slippered feet; 
Her long golden hair would shine on the water; 
Her eyes would be blue ; 

And there she would sing, while the sail overhead 
Swelled with the wind, and the green waves flashed; 
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Her red lips woold sing, Ull the isle of the dead 
Bose darld; before lu. 

r vni 

I In the nuses of loitering people, tbe watchful and 
/ furtive, 

( The shadows of tree-tmnks and shadows of leaves, 
I In the drowse of the sunlight, among the low voices, 
I suddenly face you. 

Your daric eyes return for a space from her who Is 

with yon. 
They shine into mine with a sunlit desire. 
They say an " I love you, what star do you live on? " 
They smile and then darken. 
And silent I answer " You too — I have known yon 

— I love you! " — 

IAnd the shadows of tree- trunks and shadows of leaves 
Interlace with low vcHces, and footsteps, and sunlight 
To divide us forever. 



Moonlight, and shadows of leaves 

On the white wall above me — 

The shadows gallop and swirl without sound. 

Blue moonlight, brief shadows of leaves. 

And once more I see you, 

Saying aloud, like a dreamer, " You love me. 

You love me ! " 

Moonlight . , . down there in the garden 

I know, without seeing, 

The smnnolent fountain is filled with blue fire. 

I close my ejts, I pursue yon 

Throng dream's fainter moonlight, 
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Ghostlike, with shadows of dead leaves, sllentl; 
Fleeinjf. 



Queen Cleopatra, now grown old, 
Watched the green grass turning brown . . . 
The river is shrunk to half its size: 
Now I will lay me down. 

Queen Cleopatra called her slaves 

And peered in the mirror with age-pearled eyes. 

My lips are not so red as they were: 

Not so the old leaf dies I 

Li^t the torches, and fill the courts 
With scarlet music, and bring to me 
Vermilion to smear upon my lips, 
And opab, that I may be 

Once more what Cleopatra was 
Before the woman became the queen . . . 
She laughed, and backward tossed her head; 
And horn, and tambourine. 

Snarled at the hot and red-starred night, 
While gasping dancers, one by one. 
Whirled on the stone with yellow feet . . . 
And when that dance was done 

She poured cold poison into a cnp 

And watched the thick foam wink and seethe; 

One black bubble upon her tongue 

And sbe would cease to breathe. 

She held the poison before her month . . > 
And saw the dark tomb hewed in stone 
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Where a thousand nights would drift m one. 
And she would sleep alone ; 

And li^tly touched the goblet's rim. 

And thought, with & pleased and narrowed eye. 

Of this, and that, and Antony, 

And the laugh that will not die. 



This night I dreamed that yon shone before me 
Colder and paler than rose-flushed marble, 
With dark hair fallen across your shoulden 
And face half hidden. 

And in that darkness I went before yon 
And turned my eyes from your beauty quiddy: 
I turned away from your too great beauty, 
I fled before yoo. 

Now I remember how in that shadow 
Yon started to smile, your dark eyes kindled, 
Your face grew li^t with a word unspoken; 
Then, had I waited, 

I should have learned . . . what moonlight secret? 
What whisper of temples, and hills of cypress? 
What echo of singing and far-off cymbals, — 
Gleam of the goddess? 

Bnt I, grown base in fear of denial. 
Though all my blood stood still for your beauty, 
I turned in silence away from your kindness; 
And now I have lost you. 



IWind, wind, wind in the old trees, 
Whispering prophecies all nig^t long . 
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What do the grey lekvea sing to the wind, / 
What do the^ say in their whispered song? | 

We were all yonng once, and green like yonnelf, 
We all loved beaut;, the maiden of white. 
But now we are old. O wind have mercy 
And let us remember our youth this night I 

The wind is persuasive, it turns through the trees 
And ai^s of a miracle under its breatb . . . 
Beauty the maiden will die with the dreamer. 
None shall have mercy, but all shall have death. 



Blue waves are driven by wind. 

The leaves are driven, 

And the clouds go hurrying diisily over the sky. 

Among the blown leaves he stands, and lifts his flute. 

And trembles, and blows strange melody at tlie sky. 

The music he plays is old blown leaves. 

The notes are nnevenly blown. 

Sometimes it sings, sometimes it grieves. 

Sometimes a querulous monotone . . . 

What does be see above red rooftops, 

Wbat does he see when he lifts bis eyes? 

Pale leaves loosened from bare black elm-boughs. 

Pale leaves hurled from the hurrying skies. 

Death . . . death . . . death . . . death . . . 

Beauty singing for beauty that dies. 

Love was betrayed in the whispering garden: 

Clear as white flame the maiden fled. 

A shaft of moonlight dazzled the somnolent garden; 

And among the white leaves love lay dead . . . 

Pale waves are driven to foam. 

And the leaves are driven ; 

Among Uie blown leaves he wavers and lifts his flute. 
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Dust will cover the golden leaves of the ma|de^ 
The queruloDS pr&ise will soon be mate. 



Beaatifol bodf nude o£ irory, 

Beautiful body made of ivory and roses, 

Beautiful body made of gold and beaten silver, 

Garlanded with Ivy,— 

Colder than starli^t yon stand and wait me; 

Colder than starlight on the snow of mountains ; 

Whiter than starlight on the snow of oceans 

Yon wait and are silent. 

Beautiful dreamer of dreams; 

Beautiful dreamer of cold-hearted music; 

Roseate dreamer of involuted music. 

Chords of tense silver; 
: Clearly yon sound to me in the night time, 
' Solemnly, like a rich wind moving, 
! YoQ move in my heart's enchanted forests, 
' You sigh and are restless. 

Beautiful dream of the dreamer, 
; Bare dream profoundly and curiously imfolding, — 
; Unfolding like a lotus in waves of cool fragrance, 
' Unfolding in slow measure, 
' Yoo are like moonlight prodigally unfolding; 
: YoQ are like the universe of stars unfolding, 

Unfolding in slow clouds of sound and silence, 
' Grave and immortal. 

Beautiful body made of rosea ; 
Beautiful body made of roses and sea-waves; 
Beautiful body with eyes of cold starlight, 
Slow-moving dreamer; 

Beautiful woman made of love. 

White body made of dreamdust and Stardust, 
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Silently and sedately joa enter me, — 
Quietly you possess me. 



The aea falls all nig^t on the yellow sand. 
The greec waves foam and thrust and slide. 
The long green waves fall on the yellow sand. 
All night long they fall. 

The green waves fall and drag at the yellow pebbles. 
The shingle roars in the sliding aurf, 
Wind screams over the long volutes of foam. 
All night long they whirl. 

They charge the sand and seethe and slide in laughter, 
Swiftly withdraw and murmur and rise, 
Tbey charge the sand with rippling, glittering edges. 
All ni^t long they charge. 

Immortally flinging their long green bodies to death. 
Immortally baffled, withdrawing, crying, 
Rallying, hurrying, clamoring, sobbing for rest, 
Immortally slaying; immortally dying. 



Against an orange twUight sky 
The street lamp gleams like dearer fire. 
The cold wind apilla the huddling leaves. 
And cold bells, in the sombre spire. 
Shake the wind with a savage sound . . . 
The streetlamp ^eanu like a golden eye. 

This dust will be possessed of tongues. 
These leaves will find a uuUion voices. 
These stones will mnrmur and seize our feet, 
These bongbs of trees will writhe and beat . . 
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Ajiainat an orange twilight sky 

The streetlamp bama like a golden eye. 

Tbe earth's edge, growing black, swings ap 

With sinister and enormous arc ; 

The yellow star that came to swim 

Silently in the golden sky 

Is caught and crashed by that black rim . . , 

The streetlamp gleams like an evil eye. 



Tear the pink rose petal by petal 
And let the petals float and fall, 
Bavel the golden staibena out. 
And, last of all. 

Shredding its sweetness on tbe wind, 
Tom and laugh and go away. 
Forgetting bow soft a thing it was. 
How brief a thing to stay. 

But when white winds hare swept your heart. 
And white tides driVen along your veins, 
And the continents are yellow with leaves 
And tbe mountains black with rains. 

Secretly in your depths of sleep 
Among the unresting rocks and roots 
A dream, a gleam, a warmth will start, 
A whirl of winds and lutes, — 
And thrusting among tbe withered leaves 
Will bum the porple-pointed Same, 
And the rose yon slew will light again. 
Will y^t again the same. 
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Tbe Sim distils a golden light, 

The Sim distils a silence. 

White clouds dazsle across the sk^. 

I walk in the blowing gard^u 

Breaking the gay leaves under mj feet . . . 

Leaves have littered the marble seat 

Where the lovers sat in silence: 

Leaves have littered the emptj seat. 

Down there tfie Uae pool, qniveringly. 

Ripples the fire of the son. 

Down there tbe tall tree, restlessly, 

Shivers beneath the son. 

Beloved, I walk alone . . , 

What dream is this that sings with me, 

Always in sunlight sings with meP 

Out there the bine sea, glimmeringly, 

Bipples among the dunes. 

Blue waves, streaked and chained with fire. 

Rustle among tbe dunes. 

The sea-gull spreads his wings 

Diszily over the foam to skim, 

And an azure shadow speeds with him. 

The sea-gull folds his wings 

To fall from depth to depth of air 

For the sky is everywhere. 

Contemporary Verte Conrae 
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THE SMITHY OF GOD 



(A held, vuuctdine chant.) 

I am Newark, forger of men, 

Forger of men, forger of men — 

Here at a smithy God wrought, and flnng 

Earthward, down to thla rolling shore, 

God's mighty hammer I have swmig, 

With crushing blows that thunder and roar. 

And delicate taps, whose echoes have rung 

Softly to heaven and back again; 

Here I labor, forging men. 

Out of my smithy's smouldering hole. 

As I forge a body and mould a soul. 

The jangling clangors ripplewise rolL 

(The voice tuggettt the noiaei of the city.) 

Clang, as a hnndred thousand feet 

Tap-tap-tap down the morning street, 

And into the mills and factories pour. 

Like a narrowed river's breathing roar. 

Clang, as two thousand whistles scream 
Their seven-in-the-moming's burst of steam, 
Brass-throated Sirens, calling folk 
To the perilous breakers of din and smoke. 
Clang, as ten thousand vast machines 
Pound and pound, in their pulsed routines. 
Throbbing and stunning, with deafening beat, 
The tiny humans lost at their feet 

Clang> and the whistle and whirr of trains. 
Rattle of ships unleased of their chains. 
Fire-gongs, horse-trucks' jolts and jars. 
Traffic-calls, milk-carts, droning cars . . . 
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(A tofter ttrain.) 

Clang, and a softer Bbiver of noise 
Aa scbool-beUs sununoo the girls and boys; 
And a mellower tone, as the churches ring 
A people's reverent worshipping. 

(Still more Moftly and drmoiUy, the latt line n>Atf 
pered.) 

iClangf and clang, and clang, and clang. 
Till a htrndred thousand tired feet 
Brag-drag-drag down the evening street, 
{And gleaming the myriad street-lights hang; 
'The far nigfat>noiscs dwindle and hush. 
The city quiets its homing rush ; 
The stars glow forth with a silent sweep. 
As hammer and hammered drowse asleep . . . 
Softly I sing to heaven again, 
I am Newark, forger of men. 
Forger of men, forger of men. 



(Antiehonu, with rettratned bittemett, and notes of 
mailing and torrow.) 

YoQ are Newark, forger of men. 
Forger of men, forger of men. . . . 
You take God's children, and forge a race 
(Inhuman, exhibiting hardly a trace 
Of Him and His loveliness in their face . . , 
Counter fei ting His gold with brass. 
Blanching the roseSj scorching the grass, 
Filling with hatred and greed the whole. 
Shrivelling the body, withering the soul. 

What have you done with the lift of youth. 
As they bend in the mill, and bend in the milL 
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Where have yon hidden beauty and tmth, 
Ab they bend in the mill? 

Where is the spirit seeldng the sky, 

As they stumble and fall, stumble and fallP 

What is life, if the spirit die. 

As they stumble and fall? 

(With bitter retignation.) 

Clang, and the strokes of your hammer grind 
Body and spirit, courage and mind; 
Smith of the devil, well may yon be 
Proud of your ghastly forgery; 
Dare you to speak to heaven again, 
Newark, Newark, forger of men. 
Forger of men, forger of men ? 



(Beginninff quietly, gathering certainty.) 

I am Newark, forger of men. 

Forger of men, forger of men. 

Well I know that the metal must glow 

With a scorching, searing heat ; 

Well I know that blood must flow, 

And floods of sweat, and rivers of woe; 

That underneath the beat 

Of the hammer, the metal will writhe and toss ; 

That there will be much and much of loss 

That has to be sacrificed. 

Before I can forge body and soul 

That can stand erect and perfect and whole 

In the sight of Christ 

(Sadly and tomberiy.) 
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My hammer is Dwnb to sorrows and aches. 
My hammer is blind to the ruin it makes. 
My hammer is deaf to shriek and cry 
That ring till they startle water and sky. 

And sometimes with me the risioD dims 
At the sight of bent backs and writhing limbs ; 
And sometimes I blindly err, and mistake 
The perfect glory I must make. 

(Riting to a *ong of extdiant triumph.) 

Bnt still I labor and bend and toil. 

Shaping anew the stuff I apoU ; 

And out of the smothering din and grime 

I forge a city for all time: 

A city beantifnl and clean, 

With wide sweet avenues of green, 

With gracious homes and houses of trade. 

Where souls as well as things are made. 

I forge a people fit to dwell 

Unscathed in the hottest heart of hell, 

And fit to shine, erect and straight. 

When we shall see His kingdom come 

On earth, over all of Christendom, — 

And I stand up, shining and great. 

Lord of an unforeseen estate. 

Then I will cry, and clearly then, 

I am Newark, forger of men. 

The Newarker Clement Wood 

NEW CHINA: THE IRON WORKS 

Tbe furnaces, the great steel furnaces, tremble and 
glow; gigantic machinery clanks, and in living 
iridescent streams the white-hot slag pours out. 
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This is tomorrow set in yesterday, the west imbedded 
in the east, a graft but not a growth. 

And you who walk beside me, picking yonr familiar 
way between the dynamos, the cars, the piles of 
rails — yoa too are of tomorrow, grafted with an 
alien energy. 

YoD wear the costmne of the west; you speak my 
tongue as one who knows; yoa talk casually of 
Sheffield, Pittsburgh, Essen . . . 

YoD touch on Socialism, walk-outs, and the industrial 
population of the British Isles. 

Ahnost yon might be one of us. 

And then I ask: 

" How much do those poor coolies earn a day, who 

take the place of carts? " 
You smile and shrug. 
" Eighteen coppers. Something less than eight cents 

in your money. They are not badly paid. 

They do not die." 
Again I ask; 
" And is it tme that yonVe a YomSn, a police judge, 

all your own? " Another shrug and smile. 
" Yes, he attends to all small cases of disorder. For 

larger crimes we pass the offender over to the 

city courts." 

" Conditions " you explain as we sit later with a cup 

of tea, " conditions here are difficult." 
Your figure has grown lax, your voice a little weary. 

You are fighting, I can see, upheld by that 

strange graft of western energy. 
Yet odds are heavy, and the Orient is in your blood. 

Your voice is weary. 
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"There are no skilled laborers," yoa sa;; "among 

die owners no co-operation. 
It is like — like working in a nightmare, here in 

China. It drags at me, it drags "... 

You bow me out with great civility. 

The fomaces, the great steel furnaces, tremble and 
glow, gigantic machinery clanks and in living 
iridescent streams the white-hot stag poors out 

/ Beyond, the gate of filth begins again. 

[ A beg^r rota and grovels, clutching at my skirt with 

I leprous hands. A woman sits sorting hog-bris- 

/ ties; she conghs and sobs. 

I The stench is sickening. 

I Tomorrow! did they say? 

' The Seven Artt Eunice Tietjent 



GOODBYE 

Goodbye to tree and tower, 

To meadow, stream and hill, 

Beneath the white clouds marshalled close 

At the wind's wiU. 

Goodbye to the gay garden. 

With prim geraniums pied. 

And spreading yew trees, old, unchanging 

Tho' men have died. 

Goodbye to the New Castle, 

With granite walls and gray; 

And rooms where faded greatness still 

Lingers today. 
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To every friend in Mallov, 
Wben I am gone afar, 
These words of aodent Celtic hope, 
" Peace after war." 

I would return to Erin 
When all these wars are by; 
Live long among her hills before 
My last goodbye. 

e Bellman Norreyt Jepkton O'Conor 



TO MY FRIEND, GROWN FAMOUS 

The mail has come from home, 

From home that still remembers — to Japan. 

My tiny maid, as faultless as a fan. 

Bows in the doorway. " Honorable letters," 

She says, " have kindly come." 

And smiles, knowing the fetters 

That bind me still. 

And aU my mail to-day is full of you, 
" His name," says one, " is sounding still and sound- 
ing." 
And someone else, " It is astounding, 
I never Icnew the public chatter worse. 
Eighteen editions for a book of verse ! " 
And all the printed pages glitter, too. 
With yon. 

With your stark vision and cold fire, 
Your singing truth, your vehement desire 
To cat through lies to life. 
These move behind the printed echoes here, 
The paper strife, 
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The acurr; of small pens about joxa name> 

MeasDring, praising, blaming by the same 

Tight nile of thumb that makes their own 

Inadeqtiacy known. 

And as I read a phrase leaps clear 

From your own letter : " I am tired," you say, 

" Of men who talk and talk and dare not lire 

But take their orgasms in speech 1 " 

Yes, that would be your way 

To take the critics. It is yon who give. 

Not they; 

And safe beyond their reach 

Hnge, careless. Rabelaisian, yon pass by 

Watching their squirming with amusM eye. 

Here aa I sit 

My paper hoQse-side slid away 

And all my chamber open to the rain 

I feel a haunting, exquisite 

Grey shadow of a pain. 

Beauty has part in it, and loneliness. 

And Uie far call of home — and thoughts of you 

In the rain of spring. 

Here in this land of frozen loveliness. 

Of artistry complete, where each small thing 

Minutely, preciously, is perfect, 

I hare grown hungry for the sight of yon 

Who are not perfect; 

Who are big and free 

And largely vulgar like the peasantry. 

And full of sorrows for mankind. 

I cannot find 

Your spirit in this land. The little tree 

Tortured and dwarfed — oh ! beautiful I know 

In the grey slanting rain, 

But tortured even so — 
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The little pine tree in m; garden dose 

Ii symbol of the soul that grows 

Within this patient cult of loveliness. 

You would not understand 

Would care far less 

For the pale, silvered shadows of this land 

That make it dear to me. 

Yet when I see 

Yonr dear handwriting march across the page, 

And your brave spirit of a tonic age 

Blow sharp across the spring 

I smother here a little; 

This conscious beauty is so light, so brittle. 

So frail a thing! 

But yon are free [ " Go out," your letter says, 

" Go drink life to the lees. 

See the round world! Watch where Lord Buddha 

sits 
Beneath the tree; and see where Jesus walked 
And talked. 

See where Aspasia and Pericles 
Have visited together, and where Socrates 
Leaned on the waU. . . . 
Go out, my friend, and see — 
And then come back and tell it all to me!" 

That, too, is like you, " Tell it all to mc." 
I feel your spirit searching hangtily 
Each human being for the stuff of life, 
'The sharp blue flame below the smoke. 
The anthentic cry 

That all our mouthing cannot choke. 
Your hunger is for life, for life ! 
And yon have nnderstanding, and the power 
To pierce the husk of words, to take an bonr 
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Hot from the crisis of a soul 
Aod lire it in another, and so grow 
Greater by each of na, who onlj know 
A part — and yoa the whole. 

friend, my friend, it's good to feel you there, 
A solvent for all small hypocrisies, 

A white and steady flare 

That beacons over soch confusing seas 

To bring me trath. 

It's good to know that youth 

And eyes and lips are only half the tie ; 

That, though all listening peoples claim you now, 

Yonr spirit still 

Holds some small emptiness that I 

And only I can £11. 

So take my homage, friend, with all the rest- 
It will not hurt you — you are much too wise — 
And ride the world, and battle at the crest. 
As at the ebb, with lies. 
Yet if yon weary sometimes of the praise 
And greatness palls a little in the dnsk, 

1 shall be waiting as in other days. 

Then you can strip yoar world-waya like a bosk, 
And friendship will make wide her wicket gate 
On twilit gardens, sweet and intimate. 
And we will talk of simple homely things, 
Of flowers, of laughter, of the flash of wings. . . 

Reedg't Mirror Eunice Tietjetu 



THE LETTER 

What does one gain by living? What by dying 
Is lost worth having? What the daily things 



by Google 



Lived tbrou^ together make them worth the while 
For their sokes or for life's? Where's the denying 
Of Bools through separation P There's yoar smile! 
And yonr hands' touch! And the long day that 

brings 
Half uttered nothings of delight! Bat then 
Now that 1 see yon not, and shall again 
Touch yoa no more — memory can possess 
Your soul's essential self, and none the leas 
Yon live with me. I therefore write to you 
This letter just as if you were away 
Upon a journey, or a holiday; 
And so I'll put down everything that's new 
In this secluded village, since you left. . . . 
Now let me think! Well, then, as I remember, 
After ten days the lilacs burst in bloom. 
We had spring all at once — the long December 
Gave way to sunshine. Then we swept your room 
And laid your things away. And then one morning 
I saw the mother robin giving warning 
To little bills stuck jnat above the rim 
Of that nest which yoa watched while being built. 
Near where she sat, upon a leafless limb, 
With folded wings against an April rain. 
On June the tenth Edward and Julia married, 
I did not go for fear of an old pain. 
I was out on the porch as they drove by, 
Coming from church. I think I never scanned 
A girl's face with such sunny smiles upon it 
Showing beneath the roses on her bonnet — 
I went into the house to have a cry. 
A few days later Eimbrough lost his wife. 
Between housework and hoeing in the garden 
I read Sir Thomas More and GSethe's life. 
My heart was numb and still I had to harden 
All memory or die. And just the same 
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Aa when yon sat beaide the window, passed 
Larson, the cobbler, hoUov-chested^ lame. 
He did not die till late Norember came. 
Things did not come as Doctor Jones forecast, 
'Twas June when Marf Morgan had her child. 
Her hoshand was in Monmooth at the time. 
She had no milk, tfae baby is not welL 
The Baptist Church has got a fine new beU. 
And after harvest Joseph Clifford tiled 
His bottom land. Then Judy Heaton's crime 
Has shocked the village, for the monster killed 
Glendora Wilson's father at his door' — 
A daughter's name was why the blood was spilled. 
I could go on, but wherefore tell yon more? 
The world of men has gone its olden way 
With war in Europe and the same roatine 
• Of life among us that yon knew when here. 
This gossip is not idle, since I say 
By means of it what I would tell you, dear: 
I have been near you, dear, for I have been. 
Not with yon through these things, but in despite 
Of living them without yon, therefore near 
Id spirit and in memory with you. 

Do you remember that delightful Inn 

At Chester and the Roman wall, and how 

We walked from Avon clear to Eenilworth ? 

And afterward when you and I came down 

To London, I forsook the murky town. 

And left yon to quaint ways and crowded places. 

While I went on to Putney just to see 

Old Swinburne and to look into his face's 

Changeable lights and shadows and to seize on 

A finer thing than any verse he wrote? 

(Oh beautiful illusions of our youth !) 

He did not see me gladly. Talked of treason 
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To England's gteatneaa. What wu Camden like? 
Did old Walt Whitman smoke or did he drink? 
And Longfellow was sweet but couldn't t*''Tilr. 
His mood was crusty. Lowell made him l&ogh I 
Meantime Watts-Dunton came and broke in half 
Mj visit, so I left. 

The thing was this: 
None of this talk was Swinburne any more 
Than some child of Mb loins would take his hair. 
Eyes, skin, from him in some pangenesis, — 
His flesh was nothing bat a poor afl'aJT, 
A channel for the eternal stream — his flesh 
Gave nothing closer, mind yon, than bis book. 
But rather blurred It; even his eyes' look 
Confused " Madonna Mia " from its -fresh 
And liquid meaning. So I knew at last 
His real immortal self is in his verse. 

Since yon have gone I've thought of this so much. 
I cannot lose yon in this universe — 
1 1 first must lose myself. The essential touch 
Of soul possession lies not in the walk 
Of daily life on earth, nor in the talk 
Of daily things, nor in the sight of eyes 
Looking in other eyes, nor daily bread 
Broken together, nor the hour of love 
When flesh surrenders depths of things divine 
Beyond all vision, as they were the dream 
Of other planets, but without these even 
In death and separation, there Is heaven: 
By just that unison and its memory 
Which brought our lips together. To be free 
From accidents of being, to be freeing 
The soul from trammels on essential being. 
Is to possess the loved one. I have strayed 
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Into the only heaven God has made : 
That's where we know each other as we are, 
In the bright ether of some quiet star, 
Commoning aa two memories with each other. 

Betdtf't Mirror Edgar Lee Matters 



RETURN 

Wise man, wise man. 
Fingers and thumbs. 
Which ia the way 
That Jesus comes f 

Wise man, wise man. 
Rabbi, priest. 
Did 70a ever see a man 
On such a poor beast? 

Wise man, wise man, 
I saw a lame child ; 
And when he came by 
Jesas smiled. 

Jesus, Jesus, 
How do yon come? 
" To those who arc halt 
And blind and dumb." 

My knee was sprung 
And I couldn't see. 
So I cUmbed np high 
In a jnjohe tree. 

Jesus, Jesus, 

What are you worth? 
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" The snn and the moon 
And the little round earth." 

Jesus, Jesns, 

Sing me a song. 

" I can't stop now. 

For the road's too long." 

Jesas, Jesns, 

Go along, Lord; 

My knee is strai^t 

As the gorernor's svord. 



Go along before 
To a high hoase 
With a silver door. 

But 1*11 stop first 
To clean my feet, 
And then sit down 
By the chimney-seat 

And Jesus will langfa 
And say it's good 
That I've moTe*d into 
His neighborhood. 

When he lights his pipe 
I think he'll scratch 
The Morning-Star 
For his safety matt^ 

We'll drink all night 
From a good brown cup. 
And not go to bed 
Till the sun comes up. 
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Wise man, wise man, 
Fingers and thumbs. 
This is the wa; 
That Jesns comes. 

Contemporary Verte WUtard Watttei 



EYE-WITNESS 

Down by the railroad in a green valley 
hj dancing water, there he stajed awhile 
Singing, and three men with him, listeners. 
All tramps, all homeless reapers of the wind. 
Motionless now and while the song went on 
Transfigured into mages thronged with visions; 
There with the late light of the sunset on them 
And on clear water spinning from a spring 
Through little cones of sand dancing and fading. 
Close beside pine woods where a hermit-thrush 
Cast, when love dazzled him, shadows of music 
That lengthened, fluting, through the singer's pauses 
While the sure earth rolled eastward bringing stars 
Over the singer and the men that listened 
There b; the roadside, understanding alL 

A train went b; but nothing seemed to be changed. 
Some eye at a car window must have flashed 
From the plush world inside the glassy Pullman, 
Carelessly bearing off the scene forever. 
With idle wonder what the men were doing, 
Seeing they were so strangely fixed and seeing 
Torn papers from their smeary dreary meal 
Spread on the ground with old tomato cans 
Muddy with dregs of lukewarm chicory. 
Neglected while they listened to the song. 
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AnA while he sang the singer's face was lifted, 
And the sky shook down a soft light upon him 
Ont of its branches where like fruits there were 
Many beautiful stars and planets moving, 
With lands upon them, rising from their seas. 
Glorious lands with glittering sands upon them. 
With soils of gold and magic mould for seeding^ 
The shining loam of lands afoam with gardens 
On mistier stars with giant rains and suns 
There in the heavens ; but on none of all 
Was there ground better than he stood opon: 
There was no world there in the Ay above him 
Deeper in promise than the earth beneath him 
Whose dost had flowered up in him the singer 
And three men understanding every word. 

The Tramp Singt: 
I will sing, I will go, and never ask me " Why? " 
I was bom a rover and a passer-by. 

I seem to myself like water and sky, 
A river and a rover and a passer-by. 

But in the winter three years back 
We lit us a night fire 6y the track. 

And the snow came tip and the fire It flew 

And we couldn't find the wanning room for two. 

One had to suffer, so I left him the fire 

And I went to the weather from my heart's desire. 

It was night on the line, it was no more fire. 
But the zero whistle through the icy wire. 

As I went suffering through the snow 
Something like a shadow came moving slow. 
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I went up to it and I said a word ; 
Something flew above it like a kind of bird. 

I leaned in cloaer and I saw s face ; 

A light went round me but I kept my place. 

IMy heart went open like an apple sliced; 
I saw mj Saviour and I saw my Christ. 

Well, you may not read it in a book. 

But it takes a gentle Saviour to give a gentle look. 

I looked in his eyes and I read the news ; 
His heart was having the railroad blues. 

Oh, the railroad blues will cost yon dear. 
Keeps you moving on for something that you don't see 
here. 

We stood and whispered in a kind of moon; 
The line was looking like May and Jane. 

I foand he was a roamer and a journey man. 
Looking for a lodging since the night began. 

He went to the doors but he didn't have the pay. 
He went to the windows, then he went away. 

Says: " We'll walk together and we'll both be fed." 
Says: " I will give yon the ' other ' bread." 

Oh, the bread he gave and without money ! 

drink, O fire, O burning honey ! 

It went all through me like a shining storm: 

1 saw inside me, it was light and warm. 
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I BBw deep under and I saw above, 

I aaw the stars weighed down with lore. 

They song that love to barning birth. 
They ponred that muaic to the earth. 

I heard the stars sing low like mothers. 
He said: "Now look, and help feed others." 

I looked around, and as close as touch 
Was everybody that suffered much. 

They reached out, there was darkness only; 
They conld not see us, they were lonely. 

I aaw the hearts that deaths took hold of, 
With the wounds bare that were not told of; 

Hearts with things in them making gashes; 
Hearts that were choked with their dreams' ashes; 

Women in front of the roUed-back air, 
Loolcing at their breasts and nothing there ; 

Good men wasting and trapped in hells ; 
Hurt lads shivering with the f are-thee-wells. 

I saw them as if something bound them; 
I stood there but my heart went round them. 

I begged bim not to let me see them wasted. 
Says: " Tell them then what you have tasted." 

Told him I was weak as a rained-on bee; 
Told him I was lost. — Says : " Lean on me." 
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Somethings happened then I conld not tell. 
But I knew I had the water for every hell. 

Any other thing it was no nse bringing; 
They needed what the stars were singing, 

What the whole sky sang like waves of ligbt^ 
The tnne that it danced to, day and night 

Oh, I listened to the sky for the tone to come; 
The song seemed easy, but I stood there dumb. 

The stars could feel me reaching through them; 
They let down light and drew me to them. 

I stood in the sky in a light like day, 
Drinking in the word that all things say 

Where the worlds bang growing in clustered shapes 
Dripping the music like wine from grapes. 

With " Love, Love, Love," above the pain, 
— The vine-like song with its wine-like rain. 

Through heaven under heaven the song takes root 
Of the turning, burning, deathless fruit. 

I came to the earth and the pain so near me, 
I tried that song but they couldn't hear me. 

I went down into the ground to grow, 

A seed for a song that would make men know. 

Into the ground from my Iloamer's U^it 
I went; he watched me sink to night 
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Deep in the ground from tnj hnman grieving 
His pain ploughed in me to believing. 

Oh, he took earth's pain to be his bride. 
While the heart of life aang in his side. 

For I felt that pain, I took its kias, 
H7 heart broke into duat with his. 

Then sudden through the earth I found life springing; 
The dust men trampled on was singing. 

Deep in my dust I felt its tones ; 

The roots of beauty went round my bones. 

I stirred, I rose like a flame, like a river, 
I stood on the line, I could sing for ever. 

Love had pierced into my human sheathing, 
Song came oat of me simple as breathing. 

A freight came by, the line grew colder. 
He laid his hand upon my shoulder. 

Says, " Don't stay on the line such nights," 
And led me by the hand to the station lights. 

I asked him in front of the station-house wall 
If he had lodging. Saya; "None at all." 

I pointed to my heart and looked in his face. — 
" Here, — if you haven't got a better place." 

He looked and he said: " Oh, we still must roam 
But if you'll keep it open, well, I'll call it ' home.' " 

The thrush now slept whose pillow was his wing. 
So the song ended and the four remained 
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Still in the faint starshine that silrered them. 
While the low sound went on of broken water 
Oat of the spring and throogh the darkness flowing 
Over a stone that held it from the sea. 
Whether the men spoke after could not be told, 
A mist from the ground so veUed them, bat they 

waited 
A little longer till the moon came up; 
Then on the gilded track leading to the motmtains, 
Against the moon they faded in common gold 
And earth bore East with all toward the new morning. 

Scribner't Magazine Ridgeljf Torrence 



FEET 

A¥bere the sun shines in the street 
rTbere are very many feet 
Seeking God, all unaware 
That their hastening is a prayer. 
Perhaps these feet would deem it odd, 
(Who think they are on business bent), 
I If some one went 

And told them, " Yon are seeking Godi " 

Contemporary Verte Mary Carolyn Davie* 



THE COWARD 

It lies before my wounded feet: 
The cross I am to bear. 

Blocking my path, it frightens me 
To see it lying there. 
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And yet, I dare not turn away, 

Nor yet dare go arouod. 
God, gire me strength to carry it: 

The thing upon the ground. 

The Catholic World Caroline GUtinan 



URIEL 

[nMDMateH] 

Then Uriel spake — the great angel, the angel of 

God — 
" Would ye know then the secrets of Yahreh, the 

role of his rod? 
So, weigh me the weight of the fire, the blast of the 

wind 
That has left in the wake of the tempest no whisper 

behind; 
Or call me the day that has vanished — one honr of 

the day — 
And I will interpret Jehovah, his will and his way ! " 

And I answered, " Oh I angel of Yahveh, ye know and 

I know 
That the qnestions ye ask are a riddle. The gleam 

and the glow 
Of the flash of the fire are fitfnl, and cannot be 

weighed. 
And the whirl of the cyclone immeasnred can never be 

stayed. 
And the day that is past — conld we call it — then 

Heaven would be here. 
But, perchance, we coold walk, even blindly, were the 

pathway more clear ! " 
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Then Uriel answered, " I ask y^e of thinga ye have 

known. 
Ye have sat at the waimtb of the fire; the breese that 

has blown 
Has cooled ye when faint with the sommei's long 

sweep of the sun. 
And the day that is past, ye hare lived it, although it 

is done. 
If ye cannot discern, though half bidden, the things 

ye liave seen, 
Would ye look on the veiled face of Yahveh, bis mi^t 

and his mien i " 

And I answered God's angel in sorrow, " 'Twere bet- 
ter by far 

That we ne'er had been bom to the bitter, blind things 
that we are; 

To suffer, and not to know wherefore, to be but the 
sport 

Of Jehovah who reads not the riddle of all he has 
wrought I " 

Then, gently, the angel of Yahveh made answer to 

me — 
" When the flame of the fire has flickered, oh ! what do 

ye see. 
The smoke that is left? Yea, the ashes, but fire and 

flame 
Are greater than smoke or than ashes. The clonds 

are the same — 
They pass to the earth in the shower, the drops shall 

remain. 
But greater than drops, and unending the rush of 

the rain. 
What has been is but drops and but ashes to the 

more still to be, 
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For the wajrs of JeboTsh are wondroas. Wait, mor- 
tal, and see 1 " 

Scribner't MagoMtne Corinne Rooiewlt Robinton 



THE CHILD OF GOD 

The tcene U ike dimng-room of a tmall houte in a 
•mail New England village. There U a table tpread 
for tupper. In the center of the tidtle U a high, 
ugljf, unthadtd lamp. There it a door at the back, 
set betveen two windowt, the toindowi have thelvet 
filled with ttraggling plantt. A woman it moving 
about the room. She goet to one of the mndorn and 
peeri between the plant: She drawt the thade and 
comet to the table. She tnmt up the lamp. She it 
Mrt. Dean, a widow. 

UBM. DBAH 

He's late again tonight. 
Supper's all ready, I'll turn up the light 
There, that's what I call cheerful! I can't see 
Why he should hate it so. It seems to me 
He's growing finicking. The lamp's too bright, 
This thing is ngl;, that thing isn't right 
IVe never taught him so. I've always said, 
" Be thankful that the Lord sends Daily Bread." 
He doesn't seem to hear me any more. 
{There it a tound of footttept and Mrt. Dean 
raiiet her voice.) 
Is that yon, John? 

Be sore to wipe your feet and shot the door ! 
{There it a light rap and then the door opent 
tlowly and a woman entert. She it thort and plump 
and it dretted in a fathion a little old. She carriet 
a few bundlet. She it Mrt. Carton, a neighbor.) 
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HRS. CAKSON 

May I come in? I vaa just going by, 
Wlien you turned up the light. 
Tom's come home imezpected and I bad 
To run out to the store to get an extra bite. 
I don't eat much when I'm alone — 

IniS. DEAN 

Will Tom stay irith you now ? 



mts. < 

Oh, mercy, no ! He's got a place down there. 
Tom's doing weU. He's just run home to sec 
His mother over Sunday. 

MRS. DEAN 

It seems to me 

It isn't always mothers that tbey come to see. 

MRS. CABSOH 

(_SmUing but loatckftd) 
Oh, Tom don't care for Irma any more! 
I'm glad of that. Irma's all right. 
She's pretty and all that, but kind of light 
They say she's going to marry Henry Ware. 
Tom told me and he said he didn't care. 

MRS. DEAN 

{Intereited, the speaks tenielif') 
Yon're sure of that? Yon know 
What you are saying? 

MRS. CARBON 

Ob, I guess it's so [ 

I're seen him going there a lot of late. 

And watched them kind of lingering at the gate. 

I must be going now. Tom will be home. 
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He vent down street to aee what he could sec. 
He likes to meet folks. Tell your John for me 
He must nm over when be can. He's got the time. 
Most of the boys are busy with some work. 
But John's the gentlemau ! My Tom's a cleik 
In a big hardware store at Evcrston. 

HRB. DEAN 

(Unmoved) 
You know what John is. You know very well 
He is the Lord's. And I don't need to tell 
That he's to preach the Gospel. In the Fall 
He goes to Hartford. He's to study there. 
I've planned it all. 

{Mn. Canon it reitleit while Mrt, Dean it tpeak- 
ing. She it timid, but at Mrt. Dean pautet^ the 
tummont her courage and tpeakt eamettly) 

MRS. CARBON 

I've heard folks say that John don't want to preacb. 
Are you quite sure you're right to push him so? 
Why do yon urge him if he doesn't want to go? 

URB. DEAN 

(stips) 

You're very kind, I'm sure. I'm very sure 
That you mean to be kind, so I endure 
What you are bold to say. 

ma. CARSON 
I know I'm kind of awkward. What I've come to 

say 
Don't seem to come easy. It's bard, someway, 
To talk about real things, but this ia one 
I feel I've got to talk about, and now that I've 

began 
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I goeas I'll My it quick. My Tom wants Jolm to go 
Back to Everston with him. He's got a job for 

John. 
He knows about Inoa — he understands. And 



MRS. DBAK 

(^Interrupting her) 
Before my son was bom I made a plan with God. 
I said, " Oh God, when my son is a man. 
His voice shall praise Thee. I give him to be 
Thy minister, oh Lord! Take him from me! " 
I've always told John that. John knows he is 
The Child of God. John knows that he's to 

preach. 
He will begin to study in the Fall. 

URS. CARSON 

(^No longer timid, tpeakg with feeling) 
You must know about Irma ! She is queer 
Some way. There's something makes her dear 
To all the young men. It's kind of bard to say 
Juat what it Is. She's got a pretty way 
Her bair's all curly — she's got dimpled hands — 

MRS. DEAN 

What's that to do with what the Lord commands ? 

XKB. CARSON 

Has God said anything? Or Is it you 
Who want your own way ? Oh I why won't you let 
John go away with Tom. He will forget 
And care less, aa Tom does. 

MRS. DIAN 

Yoa're very kind, but you don't understand. 
I never liked Irma. 
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MRS. CARSON 

What has that to do 

With young men's liking? Do yon think that yon 
Can Uiink and feel for John as well as plan? 
You seem to forget that your John's a man! 

MRS. DKAtr 

He ia the Child of God. I've given him. 
(Mr;. Carton ritet. She drawl her eoat toge^r, 
preparing to leave. She $igk$ a little) 

MRS. CARSON 

I'm sorry, very sorry. Well, good-night. 

I wish yon'd listen and I've meant all right. 

(She lingert at the door for an tnttant) 

Good-night 

(She goes out, ihutting the door lofUy behind her. 
Mrt. Dean ttandt rigid for a moment and then tume 
vrith a rapt emile,) 

MRS. DIAN 

She cannot understand. She never gave 

A son to God. The souls that John shall save 

Will pass before her in their white array 

Upon the Judgment Day. There's John's step 

now — 
Ob, God! Don't let him care I God, take my part! 
Tear Inns Willett's face ont of bis heart! 
(John etUert with hi* handi fall of tcitd ftawert.) 

JOHN 

Aren't they lovely. Mother? Every one of them 

A chalice with a drop of flower wine. 

What silversmith can make a cup like that? 

The workman was divine! 

See how they're touched with color. 

What a wrist that is! 
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It tanu a light brnsb qaickly 
And paints anemones. 

HRB. DEAN 

They fall so. Look — they're all over the floor! 
IVe worlc enough to do ! No — it's all right. 
I don't mind clearing up 
After my aon. Why are yoa late tonight? 

JOHN 

Haven't yoa seen the sunset? The sun's a scarlet 

rose 
Laid on the edge of the world. No painter knows 
Such vehement color on color as clouds that come 
To gather the rose in their hands and carry it home. 

MBS. DEAN 

It is the aun and the sky that the Lord has made. 
The Heavens declare his glory — 

MRS. DEAN 

And you poll down the shade. 



fJShocked) 
My son! 

JOHN 

But Mother, yon do ! 

You have pulled the shade at those windows lest 

The glory of God shine through. 

Have you looked on the hills tonight? God has 

lifted the shade 
To let us see into the workshop where glory is 

mode! 
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ma. DEAN 
I don't like to bear you talk sol I wish that yon 
Would talk like other folks do! 
(John teatt kimtelf at the table and begim to ar- 
range hie flmeerg t'n a glata of water there.) 

JOHN 

You'd like to have me quote from some old bymiis, 

Use phrasea of a people I don't know, 

Say things I don't believe or that are no longer so, 

{He tmilet a little to toften hit wordt.) 

Speak of Bible flowers that can't litter your floor, 

I'm sorry. Mother, but that's all too far away. 

These little, scented blossoms that I found today 

Are lovely as any lilies that Jesus ever found 

When he walked through the fields of Palestine, 

Or looked on the hills around 

Aboat the city of Jerusalem. I am not a Jew. 

I'm a New England village boy some power is 

singing through. 
Life is very wonderful. These are my fields and 

trees. 
My little, friendly rivers that run to meet my seas. 
" 'This is the day the Lord has made," 
The same Lord that made me — 
Made me myself — gave me my singing soul! 
He made the world, green growing, set my feet 
To walk in it! To go out into it! 

HUB. DEAN 

{Steadily) 
You are going to Hartford to study theology. 

JOHN 

I'm awfully sorry. Mother, bat you can't plan my 
life for me. 
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MB*. DEAN 

I vowed It before ^on vere bom, John. 
To God I've given m; word. 
Yoa are to preach the Lord — 



111 sing the Lord. 

HB8. DEAN 

Tour songs are impious. Yan twist truth about. 
YoD make things different Your songs are strange. 
Yon cover sacred things with a shadow of doubt. 
You are deaf to the voice of the Lord. 



No, Mother, you're wrong. 

I've heard God saying 

" Sing nnto me a new song! " 

MRS. DEAN 

I prayed over you in yonr cradle, when yoa were a 

little boy; 
I gave yoa a pictured Bible instead of a foolish 

toy — 

JOHN 

(WUIfuUs) 
But, Mother, I wanted the toy. 
I was only a little boy. 

UBM. DBAN 

{Ignoring him) 
I sat by you hoar after hoar, reading the old, sweet 
hymns. 

JOHN 

Yea, I learned rhythm from them. Some of them 
thrill me yet, 
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But some ure pretty bad poems, words that aie 

clmnsily set 
To fasten a half truth into a mind that can only 

half forget. 

USS. DEAN 

My prayers have come to this ! My word to God I 
The wine of my soul is spilled on the earth and 

trod 
Under the feet of him who was to be 
My gift to God! 

JOHN 

Won't yon listen, Mother? It seems to me 
That you won't think and yon won't let me think. 
You speak of wine, and yet yon call strong drink 
The brew of Hell. And yoa want me to vote 
To make all wine illegal in the State. 
What does wine mean to yon or to your soul? 
Yon nse the eastern image two thousand years too 

late. 
We in New England villages don't think in terms of 

wine. 
We work for prohibition. .And that's what I mean. 
I want to get away from words that are 
No longer full of meaning, thoughts that bar 
My soul in its free flight into bine Heaven. 
I'm sorry. Mother, but it must be so, 
The time has come when yon must let me go. 

(They *tand looking at one another and neither 
»homt any tign of gielding. There it a sound of 
footttepa at the door and a hurried knocking. After 
an imtant't patue, Mrt. Dean goes itotvlg to the 
door and opem it. Tom Carton and Irma Willett 
enter. They are agitated.) 
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Objitisn'ttrae! 

Oh, I'm so glad ! They told me it was jaa 
And I ran all the way. 

TOM 

You went along the river bank today ? 
Under the willows? Someone saw yon there 
Sitting alone. There's been a big landslide. 
Sid Jenkins sent down there and found a man had 

. died. 
He was all crashed. Ugh! It was horrible! 



I thought that it was you! 

JOHN 

I'm sorry you were frightened, Irma dear. 
But you'd no reason. I was safely bere. 

MRS. nEAN 

{Paationate, exalted) 
Mow will you see the Lord's band in your life 
Pointing your duty clear? 
You are spared to do his will and naught beside! 

JOHN 

Bat Mother, wbat of the fellow who bas died? 

IRMA 

(^Growing a little thif) 
I mnst go now. You see, Mrs. Dean, 
I only came because someone bad seen 
John sitting there by the old willow trees. 
I was so frightened — fearing — Ah, John, pieaae, 
Please let me go. 

lis 
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JOHN 

Let me thank yon, Imu. This will comfort me 
When ni|^ts seem long. I'm going sway to- 
morrow. 

URS. DEAN 

Filing sorrow on lus mother's sorrow ! 

Better far that he 

Shonld lie there dead by the old willow tree I 

TOH 

Oh, bnt that b dreadful, Mrs. Dean ! 

Yon mnstn't talk like that, for you can't mean 

What you are saying. John saved me 

When I was headed straight for death and Hell 

He made me feel ashamed. He made me see 

Just what a fool I was. I went away 

And fought it out That's why I'm here today. 

I've got a job for John in Everston. 

I'd be so proud to have John there! 

I'd be proud of John anywhere 1 

MBS. DBAN 

He is the Child of God, yet be denies 

The Heavenly Fatherhood. All — all my prayer 

Is wasted on him. All my promises 

Lie unfulfilled before the Lord Most High. 

I rowed that he shonld preach — 

inuA 

{Sttddenly, forgetting hertelf) 
Oh, I can't see why 

God ever gave yon John ! You little, little soul ! 
Yon want to sit in some nice snug front pew 
With all the congregation behind yon 
Saying " That's her son t " You want John to 
stand 
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Up in some pulpit, ver; black and grand, 
Looking down on the people ! John will go 
As 70tmg King Saul went after his father's sheep. 
The poor, lost sheep that needed the young Saul sol 
And Sanl fouod the word of God on the road — on 

the road! 
Not in any high pulpit, not in a fixed abode. 
Bat ont where lost sheep go hy. 
Oh, John's too big for us all I And I — and I 
Could kneel at bis feet and worship him. 
(SAe ipeaki more tlouily, very tenderly) 
Perhaps 
That's why I can't lore you, John, as I love Henry 

Ware. 
I should always be at your feet and humble there. 

JOHN 

Don't grieve, dear. Don't yon see 
If yoD are happy, that's enough for me. 
Tell Henry that I'll keep an eye on him! 

Mother can't understand. Her God is grim, 

And strange and high and very far away. 

Not having much to do with men today 

Here in New England; speaking overseas 

In phrases of a people unlike these 

Who live with ns. She is afraid 

Of all the real things. She fears for me 

Because I'm glad in all that has been made. 

Glad in my own heart and unceasingly 

At beauty of this sky and field and sea. 

Glad that I'm young and glsd that I am strong! 

Glad in my own phrase and in my own song ! 

MRS. DEAK 

He is breaking his mother's heart. 
He is breaking his mother's vow. ■ 

Hi 
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He is choosing a life apart 

From tb« things of God. He sings 

Of wicked, heathen tilings. 

JOHN 

I'll make tbem all praise God, 

Hill, river, road and tree. 

Life, death, eternity! 

Cliarcb, bank and byre and bin. 

Above, below, without, within. 

I'll make the oriole's wing a flaming sword) 

I'll make Pan praise the Lord] 

HBS. DEAN 

And lose jova soul! 

IRHA 

No — no I And be made whole ! 
Find all the little truths we overlook. 
Release the creed-boimd beauty of the Book! 
(There it a tound of people gathering ouUide, voice* 
and fooUtep*. Tom Carton goet to the door,) 

TOM 

(tpeaking to the people outtide) 
Joba'a safe at home. Yes. John's alt right. 
Yes — yes! We're glad! You'd better not come 

in. 
We're coming out 
Come, Irma, and — Good-night. 
(He tpeaki to John.) 

There's a great crowd out there. They were afraid 
It was yonr body by the willow tree. 
Go, speak to them. They love you. You have 

Friends of them alL And will you write to me 
Once in a while? Yon know how glad I'd be 
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To he&r from you? I will t^ke Irma home. 

{He putket John gently toward the door. John 
goet out. The people can be heard greeting hita. 
Irma drmet her light wrap about her thoutdert and 
prepares to go with Tom. She i* toaiehing Mri. 
Dean intenUy and at the reaehet the door the turnt to 
tpeak to the cider woman who ttandt rigid, xeatehing 
her.) 

IRUA 

Pray tonight, if yoa ctm. 

Thank God you have brou^t a man 

Into the world, a singing priest to reach 

The hearts of other men. 

We're too small, yon and I, to love him aa 

He should be loved. We are too small 

To understftod it tSL 

But can't you love him more i 

Oh, can't you 

Love him as other mothers Aot 

And be a little — kind — 

Can't you — 

(^Her voice faltert and diet anvay. She lookt back 
and then goet out, ihutting the door behind her. 
Mrt. Dean ttandt very ttill, vngielding.) 

The Seven Arte Louite Dritcolt 



MY LIGHT WITH YOURS 



When the sea has devoured the ships 
And the spires and the towers 
Have gone back to the hills. 
And all the cities 
Are one with the plains again; 
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And the beaot;^ of bronze 
And the strength of steel 
Are blown over silent continents 
As the desert sand is blown — 
My diut with yours forerer. 



When folly and wisdom are no more. 

And fire is no more, 

Because man is no more; 

When the dead world slowly spinning 

Drifts and falls through the void — 

My light with yours 

In the Light of Lights forever! 

Beedjf'i Mirror Edgar Lee Maitert 



SUMMER 

When all the roads are deep with dust. 

When chestnut blossoma tinge with rust. 

On every ridge, the forest's crown 

And pour their plumy pollen down. 

When dron^ts have burned the meadows brown 

And drained the waterconrses bare. 

When honeysuckles scent the air. 

And bees boom loud in every bower. 

Though now, save at the twilight hoar. 

Through all the long parched day, is heard 

No more tfae song of any Urd — 

Song-sparrow, bob-o'-link, or thrash — 

And on the aoontide falls a husfa. 

When every breeze's listless breath 

Is laden with a fiery death. 

Then come with me and seek the cool 
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Moiat margin of the hidden pool 

That I, and I alone, have found, 

Fed by a stream, whose tinkling sonnd 

Makes silver music in the shade 

Spread by a little forest ^ade. 

And whose clear rippling waves distil. 

Beneath the leaves a grateful chill. 

There we shall rest; and, if yon choose, 

The pool's shy god will not refuse 

To welcome you within his tide. 

Lay all your clinging lawns aside, 

And, white upon the grassy rim. 

Let first your foot, one slender limb. 

The cool, caressing waters lave. 

Then swiftly slip into the wave. 

And let the lucent amber fold 

Its flood around you, fiecked with gold, 

Down where bright pebbled gleam remote. . 

Slow to the surface you shall float, 
A vision of soft Cyprian foam. 
And since no Nymph has made her home 
Within this fountain, you shall be 
lU tutelar divinity — 
Shall on its waters cast such spell 
That he who comes his thirst to quell, 
Through your enchantment shall be kept. 
By strange dreams haunted, nymphalept, 
Straining above all pools to see 
Some fleeting, white-limbed mystery, • 

Bending above all brooks to trace 
The shadowy features of a face 
That tempts and taunts him, till its lure 
Proves more than passion may endure. 
And, drawn into her gleaming lair. 
He dies entangled in her hair. 

So, with our fancies, we shall cheat 
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The raging dogstar's snltiy heat, 
Until the son less straight shall send 
His rays, then we shall homeward bend 
Our steps reflectiTe, tranquil, slow. 
Well pleased to linger as we go. 
To watch the fiery splendour fade 
And all the world return to shade. 

WUliam AipenwaU Bradley 
The Poetry Review of America. 



SEASONS 

How lovely these trees are 

At all times. 

In the Winter 

When they stretch their nude arms to Heaven 

Like daring wantons. 

And beg the frost-king for his crystal jewels, 

In the Spring. 

Clothed in the first green dress 

So faintly perfumed 

And trimmed with buds. 

Later when the Summer guests arrive 

And all is music and merry-making. 

How lovely then 

In their costume of firmer texture 

And deeper dye. 

But in the fall, 

Arrayed in red and gold 

And spangled with ripened fruit 

lake giant rubies, 

'Tis then that Heaven 

Throws between Itself and them. 
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That smoky, hssf AQtnmii veil 
hest their beant; be too dasiling. 

Tkt Poetry Journal Get 



PRO FATRIA 

Bemember, as the flaming car 

Of ruin nearer rolls. 
That of our country's snbsta&ce are 

Ooi bodies and our souls. 

Her dust we are, and to her dust 

Our ashes shall descend; 
Who craves a lineage more august 
Or a diviner end? 

By blessing of her froitfol deirs. 
Her snns and winds and rains, 

We have her granite in our thews, 
Her iron in our veins. 

And, sleeping in her sacred earth. 

The ever-living dead 
On the darlc miracle of birth 

Their holy influence shed. 

And, every hour, its crescent power 
The buried past doth prove. 

In seed and bud and fruit and flower, 
In life and thought and love. 

Oor heritage of high success 
We hold by blood-bought right — 

A thousand leagues of loveliness. 
And seven-score years of light. 
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That light on their stem foreheads shone 
Who, in the dawn's dim glow, 

Strode silent into Lexington, 
Seven-score years ago. 

The son rose. To the morning sky 
The fields of France shone fair. 

Together, in the noon-li^t, lie 
The lion and the bear. 

But darkling in hia vildwood home 

Still Inrks a iroimded boar, 
With hoofs a-qtuver and tusks a-foam 

To trample and to gore. 

The hnnts-up sounds; the bugle-blast 
Rings challenge ; and the chase 

Drives headlong to destroy the last 
Destroyer of oar race. 

No lure of blood, no lust for prey 

Impels us to tile foray; 
We blase the way of breaking day. 

And darkness is our quarry. 

So, in the faith our fathers kept. 

We live, and long to die; 
To steep forever, as they have slept, 

Under a snnlit sky; 

Close-folded to our mother's heart 

To find our souls' release — 
A secret coetemal part 
Of her eternal peace; — 

Where Hood, Saint Helen's, and Rainier, 
In vestal raiment, keep 
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Or vhere the meadow-lark, in coy 

But cahn profusion, pours 
The liquid fragments of his jo; 
On old colonial shores. 
The Yale Review ChaHtm M. Lewii 



THESE UNITED STATES 

To Alan Setger 

New, for the most part: very, very new. 

Flimsy houses, mostly turned askew. 

Streets that straggle, where, not long ago. 

Timber stood, then cows grazed, now papers blow. 

Much too busy to be tidy, bent 

On being bigger — one big circus tent. 

Somewhat slangy; not devoid of cheek; 

Loving noise, and loving best to speak. 

Swayed by headlines; governed by a shout;^ 

Nine days of wonder, then a new one's out 

Bashful in nothing; reverent in few; 

New, for the most part; very, very new. 

Bat — beneath the newness, in behind 

All the brag and splurge and jest, we find 

This: Old memories of homespun days. 

Candle-lit; of quiet, sabbath ways 

Won from wildernesses, fervent prayer 

Given in peril's proof; young feet worn bare. 

Hands tou^-trained, and level-looking eyes 

Keen on gunsights, calm as evening skies ; 

Memories of battle, richly drowned 

In warm life-blood, heroes- wrapped-around, — 

Deep, too deep for tears, not spoken of 
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Save hy that great lore which answers lore; 
Memories of old songs, carried far 
Over wide prairies, past peaks that are 
Torches to the sunrise, past the spires, 
Star-ontlined, of trees; by rain-ringed fires 
Gleaned, and simg again on wind-bleached foam 
With brave ships for China, praising Home, 
Proudly, to strange skies; most sweet, most fair 
Songs, the old, old, same songs, everywhere. 
Memories and going deeper — dreams. 
Dreams brought over seas, the first faint gleams; 
Cherished, throu^ storms cherished; dim and pale 
But not dying dreams; still held, still hale, 
Still with haughty stars defended, still. 
Aloof, like eagles, brooding their bright wilL 



New, for the most part; very, very new. 
Anglo-Saxon, German, Celt and Jew, 
Latin, Armenian, Kegro, Slav, Chinese, 
Scandinavian, Hindoo, Dutch — all these. 
Foreign tongues, not light to extirpate; 
Feuds, hard-dying, Old-World, out of date. 
Huddled herds in cities; labor, lined. 
Often, with backward looks; love, left behind. 
Seed wild-sown the wind has foisted far; 
Rude wave-wetter of all creeds that are. 
Gallant the ship ; a motley crowd the crew : — 
New for the most part, very, very new. 
But ^beneath the newness. In behind 
All the warp and tug and strain, we find 
This: Old hungerings of long-dead days, 
Spirit-bowed; of cruel, down-trod ways 
Sore with subjugation; backs that meant 
* Overseers' whip-lashes, the bent. 
Yoked abasement of once noble wills 
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Langing at thongs between their mssteri' thills, — 
Beasts of boiden being; bungeringa 
Genninate in darkness, gouged hj kings, 
Braised b; heels of armies, overborne. 
Time on time, by conquest, despot-torn; 
Liring, yet, miraculous alive; 
Daunted not, continuing to thrive 
Towards the sunlight; hungerings to be 
Shackles through, and sea-glad, and got bee; — 
Hungerings for open spaces, wide 
Of horison, reaching out; to stride 
Fields not fenced a summer's day, and be 
Happy at moonrise ; to get free . . . free. 
Hungerings, and going deeper — fires. 
Fires brought over seas, immense desires. 
Smouldering, subterranean; smothered, dim 
But not dying fires; still lodged, still grim. 
Still with stubborn griefs defended, still 
Anchored like iron rock-deep in proud will. 



Dreams. Fires. Fraught clouds from Europe blow. 

Whose rampired walls full sulphurously glow 

With battle-flare at sunrise; overseas 

Breaks the beached foam of wasting panoj^es. 

And faintly, as in sea-shells, far away. 

The cannon thunder whispers night and day. 

Fires. Dreams. In factory belch fuliginous, 

In caisson ^oom and skyey balanced truss; 

By cobweb rails to fabled Ophirs spun; 

On tapping tides; down darkened streets, is done — 

Gestation of a giant doomed to birth ~- 

The forging of a new and mightier earth. 

A mightier. And a better f Not by ease — 

By shoulder shrugs and oiled immunities. 

Not by midnight riot. Once again 
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The; shall inherit most irho lire most plain. 

Afj fear it not, the little breed that knows 

Nothing but irantonness, it goea — it goes. 

A bolder blood shall stride into the part; 

Shall take the stage ; shall wield a manlier art, 

And put a shame on mimic. Even now 

Jb, troubled, in his sleep the Sleeper's brow. 

Unrest) like mist, grows ghostlier, it seems 

The Thinker questions. . . . TraraiL Fire and 

dreams. 
Dark overhead the clouds of Europe blow. 
Heat-lightning-lit, dull, ominous and low. 
Not yet, not yet the hour, but, tryst to keep, 
A spirit moves abroad upon the deep. 
And will be stirring soon. And will be sung, 
Soon, to a clarion of nobler tongue 
Than inks on ticker-tapes or glibly reads 
From pompons records of parochial greeds 
Promulgate for the People. . . . Midnight blue. 
Stars of these States a-shining through. 
The dawn awaited. Dreaming, peaks and spires; — 
The house still locked and dreaming. Dreams — 

and fires. 



Thou whose full time both buds and stars await; — 

On the curved cup of destiny whose hold 

Permits no bubble world its concave gold 

Too buoyant to relinquish ; at whose gate 

Lore takes her lantern and goes out to Hate, 

Bending above the battle's bleeding mould; 

Our country thou in fire and dreams enfold — 

In forest freshness, her, thy consecrate. 

There must be some strange beauty hid in her, 

With withes uncut by sharp awakening sword; 

Some piedons gift not veined, some truth of power 
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Thon art maturing, great artificer. 
Foola we, and blind; impatient of an boor; 
But make her irorthy , for we love her. Lord I 

The Botton Tnuueript Benjamin R. C. Low 
February 7. 1917. 



AN ODE OF DEDICATION 

Verses written to be read before the Harvard Chapter, Phi 
Beta Kappa, June IS, 191T 



Who would have thought a month of Spring 

Could work so deep a changed 
Who would have thought a dream could sting 
The dead to new life, quivering. 
And shake dull hearts with echoing 

Of music new and strange? 
The deaf have heard a call, 

The scofi'ers have heard a cry. 
Freedom moaned, " Give help ! I fall 1 

Brother, your hand! I die!" 
The dumb have heard and spoken. 

The sluggards have stirred; 
A word, a dream, has broken 

The sleep of tJie sepulchered! 
Through the storm and the dark 
Freedom dashed a spark. 
And we who love her name 
Burst into flame. 
And camel 

Who would have thought that April days 

Could work auch conjuryf 
Up from the crowded towns ablaae. 
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Up from the green billa, like a base 
Slow-rising to some magic lay's 

Unearthly harmony — 
Walls and resplendent spires 

Have arisen, and standi 
A place of faint, far choirs 
And chimes and candle-Sres, 
A month of new desires 

Has made a noisy land. 
A place of prayer and senrcbf 

A house of God, a church 1 

Lo, how the spires ascend I 

Lo, how the arches rise! 
Lo, how the pinnacles pierce the clouds 

To melt their glow with the sky's! 
What miracle, Wyoming? 

What high roof overspreadSj 
Kansas, your waving fields. 

New York, yonr hurrying heads? 
What roof strains to the stars 

Over hill, over plain? 
What Gothic glory covers yon both, 

Califomia, Maine? 
In Florida, in Idaho, 

The crystal walls aspire; 
In Oregon, in Delaware, 

Sings low the faint, far choir. 
The valleys feel a sacred stir 

In every leaf and clod; 
And from every monntain, every hill. 

The pillars loom up to God. 



Who said, " It U a booth where dovet are told "9 
Who said, "Hi* a monetf-changert' cave "t 
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Silence to such forever, and behold J 

It is a vast cathedral, and its nave 
And dim-lit transept and broad aisles are filled 

With ■ great nation's millions, on their knees 
With new devotion and high fervor thrilled 

Offering silver and heart's-ease 
And love and life and all sweet, temporal things. 

Still to keep bright 

The stead; light 
That stiBes in the wake of kings i 

A market-place! the; cried? 

A lotus-land? They lied! 
It is a great cathedral, not with hands 
Upraised, but by the spirit's mute commands 
Uplifted by the spirit, wall and spire, 
To house a nation's purified desire! 
A church ! Where in hushed fervor stand 

The children of contending races. 
Forgetting feud and fatherland — 

A hundred million lifted faces. 



Once more the bngle breaks the April mood. 

Once more the march of armies wakes the glei 
Once more the ardor simmers in the blood. 

Once more a dream is single lord of men I 

From images, from gods of day. 

From Idols bright with diadems; 
From lips that drew onr souls astray 

With lure of palaces and gems 
And dancing girls and lights and wine 

And crowns and power and golden halls; 
From pride's penurious Mine and Thine, 

Like narrow streets with towering walla ; 
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From painted couoterfeits and troah 

We turn to the authentic gleam, 
Where in the gale and battle thraab 

The banners of a hoi; dream ! 

Once more a dream is single lord ot men ! 

Yea, we have put aside all little gods ! 
A dream is captain of the hoars again I 

And we who were the sod's 
Budding and fading children, with no trust 

Or treasury beyond the dost. 
Feel on our eyes ethereal finger-tips 

Bum like a living coal! — 
And gasp to feel the angel at our lipa 

Call and awake the soul ! 

Once more a dream is single lord of men! 

Yea, we will rise and go, and face disaster 
And want and wounds and death in some far fen. 

Having no king, but a great dream for master ! — 
To lead us over perilous seas, through trials 

Of heart and spirit, through long nights of pain. 
Through agonies of fear, and self-denials. 

And longing for far friends and comrades slain, 
And doubt and hate and utter weariness 

And savage hungers and supreme despairs — 
Yea, we will go, yea, we will acquiesce, 

So at the last our children be the heirs 
Of life, not death; of liberty, not bars! 

Inheritors not of smooth, ordered things. 
But of hot struggle and strong hearts, and stars ! 
And questing spirits and fierce gales and wings! 

Once more a dream is single lord of men ! 
Yea, we will go and we will close dear doors 



by Google 



Of hope, and many an airy denisen 

Of the dear land of Maybe and the ahorea 
Of the enchanted islands of Perchance, 

We Till face, hand in hand and eye in eye. 
Too full of pain for any. utterance 

Save the last halting mormur, "So — good-by." 
For we will part from other friends than those 

Who wear this garment of dissolving flesh 
And die for dreams. Yea, softly we will close 

The gates of twilit gardens cool and fresh. 
Where, with the great immortals amid flowers 

And bright immortal birds and billowy trees. 
We held high converse and forgot the hours. 

Remembering Tmth and Beauty. Even to these 
Beloved ghosts we also speak farewell. 



We will arise and go, not ignorant 
Wherefore or at what price we go to sell 

This bundle of bright hopes we covenant 
Unto a dream. Our price is a new world I 

We will go forth and slay the dragon, yea. 
With all the banners of the Dream unfurled 

We will go forth with swords and songs to slay 
This ravager of villages, this old. 

Bewitched, confused, malignant coil of hate. 
Belching green poisons ! In his dungeon-hold 

The captive queens in tears and hunger wait. 
Inmiortal Dream ! The fettered shall be free ! 

Yea, not these only! Alt, who fettered lie! 
Oh, Dream, who wilt not let as bow the knee. 

Let not this dragon's downfall, satisfy 
Our reawakened passion for free hands. 

Free-ranging and unsaddled spirits, born 
To race against the wind on wide sea-strands 

And thunder up high glens ! Oh, silver horn, 
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Calling lu forth, help ns remember, yea. 

Even now help us remember, while the Snake 
Sprawls yet nnconquered on the world's liighway 

And hills and cities to his roaring shake. 
Help us remember that the high crosade 

Whereon we here embark calls forth the free 
In hosts with spears and flaunting flags arrayed. 

Not for one dragon's end, one victory. 
One last great war, but to unending war 

Without, within, till God's white torch, supreme 
Melt the last chain ; and the last dungeon-door 

Swing slowly wide to the triumphant dream 1 

God, who gavest men eyea 
God, who gavest men heart 

To see a dream; 

To follow the Gleam; 
God, who gavest men stars 

To find heaven by; 
God, who madest men glad 

At .need to die; 
Lord, from the hills again 

We hear thy drum ! 
God, who lovest free men, 
God, who lovest free men, 
God, who lovest free men. 

Lead on! We come. 

The 0*tloiA Hermann Hagedorn 



APRIL 2nd 

We have been patient — and they named ns weak ; 
Wc have been silent — and they j udgcd ua meek. 
Now, in the much-abused, high name of God 
We speak. 
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Oh, not with f sltering or oncertaui tone — 
With chosen words we make our meaning known. 
That like a great wind from the West shall shake 
The doable throne. 

Onr colors flame upon the topmost mast, — 
We lift the glore so arrogantly cast. 
And in the much-abused, high name of God 
We speak at last 

Ths V^lantet Theodotia Gtarriton 



FALL IN! 

We thought that reason had mastered men. 

That peace of the world was lord, 
That never the roll of the drum again 

Should quicken the thirsty sword. 
But our bubble broke with a sudden blow 

And we heard, like the trumpet's din 
That levelled the walls of Jericho, 

The old, stem cry — " Fall in ! " 

We were nnmb, amazed, we were sick and dazed 

With a horror past belief. 
Silent we stood while Belgium blazed 

In her martyr's glory of grief. 
Then it came so near that we needs must hear 

For the cry of our murdered kin 
Drove in oar heart like a searching spear 

The call of the hour — " Fall in ! " 

Not in the flush of a barren thrill 

Do we come to our deed at last. 
We have weighed our will; we must do our will. 

For the doubting time is past. 
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We have faced oar soul in the sleepless ni^t 

And what shall we fear but sin ? 
Not for love of the fight, but for the love of right, 

In the name of onr God — Fall in ! 

Amelia Jotepkine Burr 

The rijtote. i </•"' '■~,'- '^^r , 
(Bookman Competuton) 

THE BONFIRE 

" Oh let's go tip the hill and scare oorselves. 
As reckless as Uie best of them tonight, 
By setting fire to all the bmsh we piled 
With pitchy hands to wait for rain or snow. 
Oh let's not wait for rain to make it safe. 
The pile is onrs: we dragged it bough on bough 
Down dark converging paths between the pines. 
Let's not care what we do with it tonight. 
Divide it? No! But bum it as one pile 
The way we piled it And let's be the talk 
Of people brought to windows by a li^t 
Thrown from somewhere npon their wall-paper. 
Rouse them all, both the free and not so free 
With saying what they'd like to do to us 
For what they'd better wait till we have done. 
Let's all but bring to life this old volcano. 
If that is what the mountain ever was — 
And scare ourselves. Let wild fire loose 
We wiU . . ." 

" And scare yon too ? " the children said. 

" Why wouldn't it scate me to have a fire 
Begin in smudge with ropy smoke and know 
That still, if I repent, I may recall it, 
Bnt in a moment not: a little spurt 
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Of burning fatness, and then nothing bat 

The fire itself can pnt it ont, and that 

By boming ont, and before it bums out 

It Till hare roared first and niised sparks with stars 

And sweeping round it with a darning sword, 

Made the dim trees stand back in wider circle — 

Done so mnch and I know not bow much more 

I mean it shall not do if I can bind it 

Well if it doesn't with its draft bring on 

A wind to blow in earnest from some qoarter. 

As once it did to me upon an April. 

Tbe breeses were so spent with winter blowing 

The; seemed to fail the bluebirds under them 

Short of the perch their langnid flight was toward; 

And my flame made a pinnacle to heaven 

As I walked once round it in possession. 

But the wind out of doors — you know the saying. 

There came a gust. Ton used to think the trees 

Made wind by fanning since you never knew 

It blow but Uiat you saw the trees in motion. 

Something or someone watching made that gust 

It pat the flame tip-down and dabbed the grass 

Of overwinter with the least tip-touch 

Your tongue gives salt or sugar in your hand. 

The place it reached to blackened instantly. 

The black was all there was by daylight, 

That and the merest curl of cigarette smoke — 

And a flame slender as the hepaticas. 

Blood-root, and violets so soon to be now. 

But the black spread like black death on the ground. 

And I think the sky darkened with a cloud 

like winter and evening coming on together. 

There were enough things to be thou^t of then. 

Where the field stretefaes toward the north 

And setting sun to Hyla brook, I gave it 
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To flames irithont twice thinking, where it verges 

Upon the road, to flames too, thou^ In fear 

They might find fuel there, in withered brake. 

Grass its f nil length, old silver golden-rod. 

And alder and giape vine entanglement. 

To leap the daatj deadline. For my own 

I took what front there was buide. I knelt 

And thmst hands in and held my face away. 

Fi^t sncb a fire by robbing not by beating. 

A board is the best weapon if yon have it. 

I had my coat. And oh, I knew, I knew, 

And said ont loud, I couldn't bide the smother 

And heat so close in; but the thought of all 

The woods and town on fire hy me, and all 

The town turned oat to fight for me — that held me. 

I trusted the brook barrier, but feared 

The road would fail; and on that side the fire 

Rose till it made a noise of crackling wood — 

Of something more than tinder grass or weed — 

That brought me to my feet to hold it back 

By leaning back myself, as if the reins 

Were round my neck and I was at the plough. 

I won. Bnt I'm sore no one ever spread 

Another color over a tenth the space 

That I spread coal black over in the time 

It took me. Neighbors coming home from town 

Couldn't believe that so much black had come there 

While they had backs turned, that it hadn't been there 

When they had passed an hour or so before 

Going the other way and they not seen it. 

They looked about for someone to have done it. 

But there was no one. I was somewhere wondering 

Where all my weariness had gone and why 

I walked so li^t on air in heavy shoes 

In spite of a scorched Fourth of July feeling. 

Why sbonldu't I be scared remembering that?" 
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" If it scares yon, what will it do to us?" 

" Scare ;oa. Bat if yon shrink from being scared. 
What woold yoa say to war if it should come? 
That's what for reasons I should like to know — 
If yon can comfort me by any answer." 

" Ob, bnt war's not for children — it's for men." 

" Now we are digging almost down to China. 

My dears, my dears, you thonght that — we all 

thought it. 
So your mistake was onrs. Haven't yon heard, 

though, 
Abont the ships where war has found them out 
At sea, about the towns where war has come 
Through opening clouds at night with droning speed 
Further o'erhead than all but stars and angels, — 
And children in the ships and in the towns? 
Haven't yon heard what we have lived to leant? 
Nothing so new — something we had forgotten: 
War it for everyont, for children too. 
I wasn't going to tell you, and I mustn't. 
The best way is to come up hill with me 
And have our fire and laugh and be afraid." 

The Seven Artt Robert Frost 



THE SMH-E OF REIMS 

" The smile," they called her, — " La Sonrire " 
. fair — 
A sculptured angel on the northern door 
Of the Cathedral's west facade — she wore 
Through the long centuries of toU and care 
That smile, mysteriously wrought and rare, 
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Aa if she saw brave visions evermore — 
Kings, and an armored Maid who lilies bore. 
And all the glories that had once been there. 

How like to 'thee, her undefeated Land > 
Wounded by bnrsting shells, a little space 
Broken she lay beneath her ancient portal; 
Bot lifted from the earth with trembling hand. 
Victorious, still ^owed apon her face 

Thy smile, heroic France, love-given and im- 
mortal! 

The Bellman Florence Earle Coatet 



GUNS AS KEYS: AND THE GREAT GATE 
SWINGS 

FAHT I 

Due East, far WeaL Distant as the nests of the 
opposite winds. Removed as fire and water are, as 
the clouds and tbe roots of the hills, as the wills of 
youth and age. Let the key-guns be monnted, make 
a brare show of waging war, and pry off the lid of 
Pandora's box once more. Get in at any cost and let 
out at little, so it seems, but wait — wait — there is 
much to follow through the Great Gate ! 

They do not see things in quite that way, on this 
bright November day, with sun flashing, and waves 
•plashing, up and down Chesapeake Bay. On shore, 
all the papers are running to press with huge head- 
lines: " Commodore Perry Sails." Dining-tables 
bu2z with travellers' tales of old Japan culled from 
Dutch writers. But we are not like the Dutch. No 
shutting the stars and stripes up on an island. 
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Poobl We most trade wherever ve have a mind. 
Naturally! 

The wbarrea of Norfolk are falling behind, becom- 
ing smaller, confused with the wareboases and the 
trees. On the impetns of the strong South breeze, 
the paddle-wheel steam frigate MiitUtippi of the 
United States Navy, sails down the flashing bay. 
Sails away, and steams away, for her furnaces are 
burning, and her paddle-wheels taming, and all her 
sails are set and full. Pull, men, to the old chorus: 

" A Yankee ship sails down the river. 
Blow, boys, blow; 

Her masts and spars they shine like silver. 
Blow, my bully boys, blow," 

But what is the use? That plaguey brass band 
blares out with " The Star Spangled Banner," and 
yoD cannot bear the men because of it. Which is a 
pity, thinks the Commodore, in his cabin, studying 
the map, and marking stepping-stones: Madeira, 
Cape Town, Mauritius, Singapore, nice firm stepping- 
places for seven-league boots. Flag-stones np and 
down a bemisphere. 

My! How she throws the water off from her 
bows, and bow those paddle-wheels chum ber along 
at the rate of seven good knots! Yon are a proud 
lady, Mr*. Mittutippi, curtseying down Chesapeake 
Bay, all a-flatter with red, white and blue ribbons. 

At Mishiwa in the Province of Eai, 
Three men are trying to measure a pine tree 
By the length of their outstretched arms. 
Trying to span the bole of a huge pine tree 
By the spread of their lifted arms. 
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Attempting to compreBs its girth 

Within the limit of their extended anus. 

Beyond, Fuji, 

Majestic, inevitable, 

Wreathed over by wisps of cloud. 

The clouds draw about the motmtain. 

But there are gaps. 

The men reach about the pine tree. 

But their hands break apart; 

The rough bark escapes tiieir hand-clasps ; 

The tree is nnencirded. 

Three men are trying to measure the stem of a 

gigantic pine tree. 
With their arms. 
At Miahiwa in the Province of EaL 

Furnaces are burning good Cumberland coal at the 
rate of twenty-six tons per diem, and the paddle- 
wheels tarn round and round in an iris of spray. She 
noses her way through a wallowing sea; foots it, bit 
by bit, over the slanting wave slopes; pants along, 
thrust forward by her breathing furnaces, urged ■ 
ahead by the wind draft flattening against her taut 
sails. 

The Commodore, leaning over the taffrail, sees the 
peak of Madeira swept up out of the haze. The 
Murittippi glides into smooth water, and anchors 
under the lee of the " Desertas." 

Ah! die purple bougainvillia I And the sweet 
smells of the heliotrope and geranium hedges! Oz- 
drawn sledges clattering over cobbles — what a fine 
pause in an endless voyaging. Stars and stripes de- 
manding five hundred tons of coal, ten thousand gal- 
lons of water, resting for a moment on a round step- 
ping-stone, with the drying sails slatting about in 
the warm wind. 



by Google 



" Get oot your accordion, Jim, and give na the 
' Sewanee Rircr ' to show those Dagos what a tune is. 
Pipe op with the chorus, boys. Let her go." 

The green water flows past Madeira, Flows under 
the paddle-boarda, making them clip and clap. The 
green water washes along the sides of the Commo- 
dore's steam flagship and passes away to leeward. 

" Hitch up your trousers, Black Face, and do a 
hornpipe. It's a fine quiet night for a doable shuffle. 
Keep her going, Jim. Louder. That's the ticket 
Gosh, but yon can spin, Blackey ! " 

The road is hilly 

Outside the Tiger Gate, 

And striped with shadows from a bow moon 

Slowly sinking to the horizon. 

The roadway twinkles with the bobbing of paper 

lanterns. 
Melon-shaped, round, oblong. 
Lighting tlie steps of those who pass along it; 
And there is a sweet singing of many temi, 
From the cages which an insect seller 
Carries on his back. 

Westward of the Canaries, in a wind-blazing sea. 
Engineers, there, extinguish the furnaces; carpenters, 
quick, your screwdrivers and mallets, and unship the 
paddle-boards. Break out her sails, quartermasters, 
the wind will carry her faster than she can steam, 
for the trades haye her now, and are whipping ber 
along in fine clipper style. Key-guns, your mozzles 
shine like basalt above the tumbling waves. Pol- 
ished basalt cameoed upon malachite. Yankee- 
doodle-dandy I A fine upstanding ship, clouded with 
canvas, slipping along like a trotting fiUy out of the 
Commodore's own stables. White sails and sailors, 
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bine-coated officers, and red in a star sparked through 
the claret decanter on the Commodore's luncheon 
Ubie. 

The Commodore is writing to bis wife, to be posted 
at the next stopping place. Two years is a long time 
to be upon the sea. 

Nigi-oi of Matsnba-ya 

Celebrated oiran, 

Courtesan of onriTalled beauty. 

The great silk mercer, Mitsui, 

Counts himself a fortunate man 

As he watches her parade in front of him 

la her robes of ^azed blue silk 

Embroidered with singing nightingales. 

He puffs his little silver pipe 

And arranges a fold of her dress. 

He parts it at the neck 

And laughs when the falling plum-blossoms 

Tickle her naked breasts. 

The next morning he makes out a bill 

To the Director of the Dutch Factory at Nagasaki 

For three times the amount of the goods 

Forwarded that day in two small junks 

In the care of a trusted clerk. 

The North-east trades have smoothed away into 
hot, blue doldrmns. Paddle-wheels to the rescue. 
Thank God, we live in an age of invention. What 
air there is, is dead ahead. The deck is a bed of 
cinders, we wear a smoke cloud like a funeral plume. 
Funeral — of whom? Of the little heathens inside 
the Gate? Waiti Wait! These monkey-men hare 
got to trade, Uncle Sam has laid his plans with care, 
see those black guns sizzling there. " It's deuced 
ho^" says a lieutenant, " I wish I could look in at a 
hop in Newport this evening." 
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The one bondred and sixt^ streets in the Sonno 

qiurtei 
Are honey-gold. 

Honey-gold from the gold-foil screens in the hooses. 
Honey-gold from the fresh yellov mats; 
The lintels are draped with bright colors. 
And from eaves and poles 
Red and white paper lanterns 
Glitter and swing. 
Throngh the ooe hundred and sixty decorated 

streets of the Sanno quarter. 
Trails the procession. 
With a bright slowness, 
To the mnsic of Antes and drams. 
Great white sails of cotton 
Belly out along the honey-gold streets. 
Sword bearers. 
Spear bearers. 
Mask bearers. 

Grinning masks of motmtotn genii. 
And a white eock on a drum 
Above a purple sheet 
Over the flower hats of the people, 
Shines the sacred palanquin, 
" Car of gentle motion," 
Upheld by fifty men, 
Stalwart servants of the god, 
Bending nnder the wei^t of mirror-blade lacquer. 
Of pillars and roof-tree 
Wrapped in chased and gilded copper. 
Portly silk tassels sway to the marching of feet, 
Wreaths of gold and silver flowers 
Shoot sudden scintillations at the gold-foil screens. 
The golden phtenix on' the roof of the palanquin 
Spreads its wings. 
And seems about to take flight 
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Over the one hundred and sixty streets 

Straight into the white heart 

Of the curved bine sky. 

Six Uack oxen. 

With white and red trappings. 

Draw platforms on which are mosicians, dancers, 

actors. 
Who posture and sing, 
Dance and parade. 
Up and down the honey-gold streets. 
To the sweet playing of flutes, 
And the ever-repeating heat of heavy drums. 
To the constant banging of heavily beaten dninu, 
To the iuaistent repeating rhythm of beautiful great 

drums. 

Across the eqnator and panting down to Saint 
Helena, trailing smoke like a mourning veil. James- 
town jetty, and all the officers in the ship making at 
once for Longwood. Napoleon! Ah, tales — tales 
— with nobody to tell them. A bronze eagle caged 
by floating wood-work. A heart burst with beating 
on a flat drop-curtain of sea and sky. Nothing now 
but pigs in a sty. Pigs rooting in the Emperor's 
bedroom. God be praised, wc have a plumed smok- 
ing ship to take ns away from this desolation. 

" Boney was a warrior 

Away-i-oh ; 
Boney was a warrior, 

John Francois." 

" Oh, shut Dp, Jack, you make me sick. Those 
pigs are like worms eating a corpse. Bah ! " 

The ladies. 

Wistaria Blossom, Cloth-of-Silk, and Deep Snow, 
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With their ten attendants. 

Are come to Asakusa 

To gaze at peonies. 

To admire crimson-carmine peonies, 

To stare in admiration at bomb-shaped, vhite and 

sulphur peonies. 
To caress with a soft finger 
Single, rose-flat peonies^ 
Tight, incurred, red-edged peonies. 
Spin-wheel circle, amaranth peonies. 
To smell the acrid pungence of peony blooms. 
And dream for months afterwards 
Of the temple garden at Asakusa, 
Where they walked together 
Looking at peonies. 

The Gate! The Gate! The far-shining Gate! 
Pat your guns and thank your stars you have not 
come too late. The Orient's a sleepy place, as all 
globe-trotters say. We'll get there soon enough, my 
lads, and carry it away. That's a good enough song 
to round the Cape with, and there's the Table Cloth 
on Table Monntain and we've drawn a bead over half 
the curving world. Three cheers for Old Glory, 
fellows. 

A Daimino's procession 

Winds between two green hills, 

A line of thin, sharp, shining, pointed spears 

Above red coats. 

And yellow mushroom hats. 

A man leading an ox 

Has cast himself upon the ground, 

He rubs bis forehead In the dust, 

While his ox gases with wide, moon eyes 

At die glittering spears 

144 



by Google 



Msjeaticall; parading 
Between two gieen hills. 

Down, down, down, to the bottom of the map; bat 
we must up again, high on the other side. America, 
■ailing the seas of a planet to stock the shop counters 
at home. Commerce-raiding a nation; pulling apart 
the curtains of a temple and calling it trade. Mag- 
nificent mission! Every shop-till in ever; b;-street 
will bless 70U. Force the shut gate with the mnEzles 
of yovi black cannon. Then wait ^ wait for fifty 
years — and see who has conquered. 

But now the Mmitiippi most brare the Cape, In a 
crashing of bitter seas. The wind blows East, the 
wind blows West, there is no rest nnder these clash- 
ing clouds. Petrel whirl by like torn newspapers 
along a street Albatrosses fly close to the mast- 
heads. Dread purrs over fliis stormy ocean, and 
the smell of the water is the dead, ooiing dampness 
of tombs. 

Tiger rain on the temple bridge of carved green- 

stoney 
Slanting tiger lines of rain on the lichened lanterns 

of the gateway. 
On the stone statues of mythical warriors. 
Striped rain making the bells of the pagoda roofs 

flutter. 
Tiger-footing on the bluish atones of the courtyard. 
Beating, snapping, on the cheese-rounds of open 

umbrellas. 
Licking, tiger-tongued, over the straw mat which a 

pilgrim wears upon his shoulders. 
Gnawing, tiger-toothed, into the paper mask 
Which be carries on his back. 
Tiger-clawed rain scattering the peach-blossoms. 
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Tiger tails of rain lashi.ig fnrioosly among the 
cryptomerias. 

"Land — O." Mauritius. Stepping-stone four. 
Tbe coaling ships have arrived, and the shore is a 
hive of Negroes, and Malays, and Lascars, and Chi- 
nese. The clip and clatter of tongaes is unceasing. 
"What awful brutes!" "Obviously, but the fruits 
they sell are good." " Food, fellows, bully good 
food." Yankee money for ptne-apples, shaddocks, 
mangoes. "Who were Paul and Virginia?" "Oh, 
a couple of spooneys who died here, in a shipwreck, 
because the lady wouldn't take off her smock." " I 
say, Fred, that's a shabby way to put it. You've 
DO sentiment." " Maybe, I don't read much myself, 
and when I do, I prefer United States, something 
like old Artemus Ward, for instance." " Oh, dry up, 
and let's get some donkeys and go for a gallop. We've 
got to begin coaling tomorrow, remember." 

The beautiful dresses. 
Blue, Green, Mauve, Yellow; 
And tbe beautiful green pointed hats 
Like Chinese porcelains! 
See, a band of geisha 

Is imitating the state procession of a Corean Am- 
bassador, 
Under painted streamers. 
On an early afternoon. 

The hot sun bums the tar up out of the deck. The 
paddle-wheels turn, flinging the cupped water over 
their shoulders. Heat smoulders along the horieon. 
The shadow of the ship floats off the starboard quar- 
ter, floats like a dark cloth on the sea. The watch 
is pulling OD the topsail halliards: 
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" Sally Brown of New York Oty, 
Ay, ay, roll and go." 

Like a tired beetle, the MUtittippi creeps over the 
fiat, glass water, creeps on, breathiiig hesTily. 
Creeps — creeps-^ and sighs and settles at Pointe 
de Galle, Ceylon. 

Spice islands speckling the Spanish Main. Fairy 
tales and stolen readings. Saint John's Eve! Mid- 
Boinmer Madness I Here it is all true. But the 
smell of the spice-trees is not so nice as the smell 
of new-mown hay on the Commodore's field at Tarry- 
town. But what can one say to forests of rose-wood, 
satin-wood, ebony! To the talipot tree, one leaf of 
which can cover several people with its single shade. 
Trade 1 Trade! Trade in spices for an earlier gen- 
eration. We dream of lacquers and precious stones. 
Of spinning telegraph wires across painted fans. 
Ceylon is an old story, ours will be the glory of more 
important conquests. 

But wait — wait No one Is likely to force the 
Gate. The smoke of golden Virginia tobacco floats 
Uuou^ the blue palms. " You say you killed forty 
elephants with this rifle!" "Indeed, yes, and a 
trifling bag, too." 

Down the ninety mile rapids 

Of the Heaven Dragon River, 

He came, 

With his bowmen. 

And his spearmen. 

Borne in a gilded palanquin. 

To pass the Winter in Yedo 

By the Shogun's decree. 

To pass the Winter idling in the Yoshiwara, 

While his bowmen and spearmen 
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Gamble Kway tbeir rested weapons 

Every evening 

At the Hour of the Cock. 

Her Britannic Majesty's frigate Cleopatra salntes 
the Mittittippi as she sails into the harbor of Singa- 
pore. Vessels galore choke the wharves. From 
China, Siam, Malaya; Sumatra, Europe, America. 
This is the bargain counter of the East. Goods — 
Goods, dumped ashore to change boats and sail on 
again. Oaths and cupidity ; greasy clothes and 
greasy dollars wound into turbans. Opium and birds'- 
neats exchanged for teas, casia, nankeens; gold thread 
bartered for Bnumnagem buttons. Pocket knives told 
off against teapots. Lots and lots of cheap damaged 
porcelains, and trains of silken bales awaiting advan- 
tageous sales to Yankee merchantmen. The figure- 
head of the Miiiittippi should be a beneficent angel. 
With faer guns to persuade, she should lay the founda< 
tion of such a market on the shores of Japan. " We 
will do what we can," writes the Commodore, in his 
cabin. 

Outside the drapery shop of Taketani Sabai, 

Strips of dried cloth are hanging out to dry. 

Fine Arhnitsn cloth, 

Fine blue and white cloth. 

Falling from s high staging. 

Falling like falling water. 

Like blue and white unbroken water 

Sliding over a high cliff. 

Like the Ono Fall on the Kisokaido Boad. 

Outside the shop of Taketani Sabai, 

They have hung the fine dyed cloth 

In strips out to dry. 
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Ronunce and beroism; and all to make one dollar 
two. Through grey fog and fresh blue breezes, 
through heat, and sleet, and sheeted rain. For cen- 
turies men have pursued the wiU-o'-the-wisp — trade. 
And they have got — what ? All civilization weighed 
in twopenny scales and fastened with string. A sail- 
ing planet packed in a dry-goods box. Knocks, and 
shocks, and blocks of extended knowledge, contended 
for and won. Cloves and nutmegs, and science 
stowed among the grains. Your gains are not in 
silver, mariners, but in the songs of violins, and the 
thin voices whispering through printed books. 

" It looks like a dinner-plate," thinks the officer of 
the watch, as the Mitiinippi sails up the muddy river 
to Canton, with the Dragon's Cave Fort on one side, 
and the Girl's Shoe Fort on the other. 

The Great Gate looms in a distant mist, and the 
anchored squadron waits and rests, but its coming is 
as certain as the equinoxes, and the lightning bolts 
of its guns are ready to tear off centuries like husks 
of com. 

The Commodore sips bottled water from Saratoga, 
and makes out a report for the State Department. 
The men play pitcb-and-toss, and the officers poker, 
and the betting gives heavy odds against the little 
monkey-men. 

On the floor of the reception room of the Palace 

They have laid a white quilt. 

And on the qnilt, two red rugs; 

And they have set up two screens of white paper 

To hide that which should not be seen. 

At the four comers, they have placed lanterns. 

And now they come. 

Sis attendants. 

Three to sit on either side of the condemned man. 
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Walking slowly. 

Three to the rig^t, 

Three to the left, 

And he between them 

In his dreas of ceremony 

With the great wings. 

Shadow wings, thrown by the lantern llg^t, 

Trail over the red rugs to the polished floor. 

Trail away unnoticed, 

For there is a sharp glitter from a dagger 

Borne past the laotems on a silver tray, 

"O my Master, 

I would borrow your sword. 

For it may be a conaolatioD to you 

To perish by a sword to which you are accustomed." 

Stone, the face of the condemned man. 

Stone, the face of the executioner. 

And yet before this moment 

These were master and pupil. 

Honored and according homage, 

And this is an act of honorable devotion. 

Each face is passive. 

Hewed as ont of strong stone, 

Cold as a statue above a temple porch. 

Down slips the dress of ceremony to the girdle. 

Plunge the dagger to its hilt. 

A trickle of blood runs along the white flesh 

And soaks into the girdle silk. 

Slowly across from left to right. 

Slowly, upcutting at the end. 

But the executioner leaps to his feet. 

Poises the sword — 

Did it flash, hover, descend? 

There is a thud, a horrible rolling, 

And the heavy sound of a loosened, falling body. 

Then only the throbbuig of blood 
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Spurting into the red rugs. 

For he who was a man ia that thing 

Cmmpled ap on the floor, 

Broken, and crushed into the red ruga. 

The friend wipes the sword. 

And bis face is calm and frozen 

As a stone statue on a Winter nij^t 

Above a temple gateway. 



Four vessels giving easily to the low running waves 
and catspaw breezes of a Suoimer sea. July, 1898, 
Mid-Centory, but just on the turn. Mid-Centnry, 
with the vanishing half fluttering behind on a foam- 
bnbbled wake. Pour war ships steering for the 
"Land of Great Peace," caparisoned in state, cleav- 
ing a jewelled ocean to a Dragon Gate. Behind it, 
the quiet of afternoon. Golden light reflecting from 
the inner sides of shut portals. War is an old wives' 
tale, a frail beautiful embroidery of other ages. The 
panoply of battle fades. Arrows mst in arsenals, 
spears stand useless on their butts in vestibules. Can- 
non lie unmounted in castie yards, and rats and 
snakes make nests in them and rear their yonng in 
unmolested satisfaction. 

The sun of midsummer lies over the " Land of 
Great Peace," and behind the shut gate they do not 
hear the paddle-wheels of distant vessels unceasingly 
taming and advancing, through the jewelled scintil- 
lations of the encircling sea. 

Stuquehanna and Muiutippt, steamers, towing 
Saratoga and Plymouth, sloops of war. Moving on 
in the very eye of the wind, with not a snip of canvas 
npon their slim yards. Fugi! — a point above noth- 
ing, for there is a base. Stop gating, that is the 
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bogle to clear decks and shot guns. We mast be pre- 
pared, aa we nm up the coast strai^t to the Bay of 
Yedo. " I saj, fellows, those boats think the; can 
catch OS, they don't know that this is Yankee steam." 
Bang! The shore guns are at work. And that 
smoke-ball would be a rocket at night, but we cannot 
see the gleam in this sunshine. 

Black with people are the blnffs of Uraga, watch- 
ing the "fire-ships" lipping windless.. up the bay. 
Say all the prayers yon know, priests of Shinto and 
Buddha. Ahl The great splashing of the wheels 
stops, a chain rattles. The anchor drops at the hour 
of the ape. 

A clock on the Commodore's chest of drawers 
strikes five with a silvery tinkle. 

Boats are coming from all directions. Beautiful 
boats of unpainted woodj broad of beam, with taper- 
ing stems, and clean runs. Swiftly they come, with 
shouting rowers standing to their oars. The shore 
gutters with spears and lacquered hata. Compactly 
the boats advance, and each carries a fiag — white- 
black-wbite — and the stripes break and blow. But 
the tow-lines are cast loose when the rowers would 
make them fast to the " black ships," and those who 
would climb the chains slip back dismayed, checked 
by a show of cutlasses, pistols, pikes. "Nam 
Hodo!" This is amazing, unprecedented! Even 
the Vice Governor, though he boards the Siuquehanna, 
cannot ace the Commodore. " His High Mighty 
Mysteriousness, Lord of the Forbidden Interior," re- 
mains in his cabin. Extraordinary! Horrible! 

Rockets rise from the forts, and their trails of 
sparks glitter faintly now, and their bombs break in 
faded colors as the sun goes down. 

Bolt the gate, monkey-men, but it is late to begin 
turning locks so rusty and worn. 
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Darkness over rice-fields and bills. The Gold Gate 
hides in shadow. Upon the indigo-dark water, mil- 
lions of white jelly-fish drift, like lotos-petals over an 
inland lake. The land bozzes with prayer, low, dim 
smoke banging in air; and every hill gashes and glares 
with shooting fires. The fire-bells are ringing in 
doable time, and a heavy swinging boom clashes from 
the great bells of temples. Couriers lash their horses, 
riding furiously to Yedo; junks and scull-boats ar- 
rive hourly at Shinagawa with news; runners, bear- 
ing dispatches, pant in government offices. The hol- 
low doors of the Great Gate beat with alarms. The 
charmed Dragon coontry shakes and trembles, 
ly^yoshi, twelfth Shogun of the Tokugawa line, sits 
in his city. Sits in the midst of one million, two 
hundred thousand trembling souls, and his mind rolls 
forward and back like a ball on a circular runway, and 
finds no goal. Roll, poor distracted mind of a sick 
man. What can yon do but wait, trusting in your 
Dragon Gate> for how should you know that it is 
rusted. 

But there is a sign over the "blacJt ships." A 
wedge-shaped taU of bine sparklets, edged with red, 
trails above them as thon^ a Dragon were pouring 
violet sulphurous spume from steaming nostrils, and 
the hulls and rig^g are pale, quivering, bright as 
Taira ghosts on the sea of Nagato. 

Up and down, walk sentinels, fore and aft, and at 
the side gangways. There is a pile of round shot 
and four stands of grape beside each gun; and car- 
bines, and pistols, and cutlasses, are laid in the boats. 
Floating arsenals — floating sample-rooms for the 
wares of a continent, shop-counters, flanked with 
weapons, adrift among the jelly-fishes. 

Ei^t bells, and the meteor washes away before 
the wet, white wisps of dawn, 
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Tbroogh the conntrysldea of the " Land of Great 
Peace," flowers sre blooming. The greenish-white, 
sterile blossoms of hydrangeas boom faintly like dis- 
tant inaodible bombs of color exploding in the woods. 
Weigelias prick the pink of their slender trumpets 
against green backgrounds. The fan-shaped leaves 
of ladies' slippers rustle under cryptomerias. 

Midsununei beat curls about the cinnamon-red tree- 
boles along the Tokaido. The road ripples and glints 
irith the passing to and fro, and beyond, in the road- 
stead, the " black ships " swing at their anchors and 
wait. 

All op and down the Eastern shore of the bay is « 
feverish digging, patting, plastering. Forts to be 
built in an hour to resist the barbarians, if, peradven- 
tnre, they can. Japan turned to, what will it not dol 
Fishermen and palanquin-bearers, packhorse-leaders 
and farm-laborers, even women and chUdren, pat and 
plaster. Disaster batters at the Dragon Gate. Bat- 
ters at tbe doors of Yedo, where Samurai unpack their 
armour, and whet and feather their arrows. 

DaimioB smoke innumerable pipes, and drink un- 
numbered cups of tea, discussing — discussing — 
" What is to be done? " The Sbogun is no Emperor. 
What shall they do if the " hairy devils " take a no* 
tion to go to Kioto ! Then indeed would the Tokn- 
gawa fall. The prisons are crammed with those who 
advise opening the Gate. Open the Gate, and let the 
State scatter like dust to the wind! Absurd! Un- 
thinkable I Suppress the "brocade pictures" of the 
floating monsters with which book-sellers and pic- 
ture-shop keepers are delighting and afi'rig^ting the 
populace. Place a ban on speech. Preach, inert 
Daimios — the Commodore will not go to Nagasaki, 
and the roar of his guns will drown the clattering fall 
of your Dragon Doors if you do not open them in 
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time. East and West, and trade shaded by heroism. 
Hoktuai is dead, bnt his pupils are lampooning your 
carpet soldiers. Spare the dynasty — parley, pro- 
crastinate. Appoint two Princes to receive the Com- 
modore> at once, since be will not wait over long. At 
Kuiifaanui, for he mast not come to Yedo. 

Flip — flap — flutter — flags in front of the Con- 
ference House. Built over nigbt, it seems, with un- 
painted peaked summits of roofs gleaming like ricks 
of grain. Flip — flutter — flap — variouslytinted 
flags, in a crescent about nine tall standards whose 
long scarlet pennons brush the ground. Beat — tap 
— All and relapse — the wind pasbing against taut 
white cloth screens, bellying oat the Shogun's crest of 
heart-shaped Asarnm leaves in the panels, crumpling 
them to indefinite figures of scarlet spotting white. 
Flip — ilpple — brighten — over serried ranks of 
soldiers on the beach. Sword-bearers, spear-bearers, 
archers, lancers, and those who carry heavy, 
antiquated match-locks. The block of them five thou- 
sand armed men, drawn ap in front of a cracking gol- 
den door. But behind their bristling spears, the 
cracks are bidden. 

Braying, blasting blares from two brass bands, ap- 
proaching in glittering boats over glittering water. 
One is playing the " Overture " from " William Tell," 
the other, " The Last Rose of Summer," and the way 
the notes clash, and shock, and shatter, and dissolve, 
is wonderful to hear. Queer barbarian music, and 
the monkey-soldiers stand stock still, listening to Its 
reverberation humming in the folded doors of the 
Great Gate. 

Stuff your ears, monkey-soldiers, screw your faces, 
shudder up and down your spines. Cannon! Can- 
non! from one of the " black ships." Thirteen thud- 
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ding ezplosiona, thirteen red dragon tongues, thirteen 
donda of smoke like the breath of the mountain god^. 
Thirteen hammer strokes shaking the Great Gate, 
and the seams in the metal widen. Open Sesame, 
shotless guns; and "The Only, High, Grand and 
Mighty, Invisible Mysterioosness, Chief Barbarian" 
reveals himself, and steps into his barge. 

Up, oaM, down; drip — snn-spray — rowlock-rat- 
tle. To shore ! To shore ! Set foot upon the sacred 
soil of the " Land of Great Peace," with its fire thou- 
sand anned men doing nothing with their spears and 
match-locks, becaose of the genii in the black guns 
aboard the "black ships." 

One hnndred marines in a line up the wharf. One 
hundred sailors, man to man, opposite them. Officers, 
two deep; and, up the centre — -the Procession. 
Bands together now : " Hail Colmnbia." Marines in 
file, sailors after, a staff with the American flag borne 
by seamen, another with the Commodore's broad pen- 
nant Two boys, dressed for ceremony, carrying the 
President's letter and credentials in golden boxes. 
Tall, blue-black negroes on either side of — THE 
COMMODORE ! Walking slowly, gold, blue, steel- 
glitter, up to the Conference House, walking in state 
np to an ancient tottering Gate, lately closed securely, 
but now gaping. Bands, rain your music against 
this golden barrier, harry the ears of the monkey-men. 
The doors are ajar, and the Commodore has entered. 

Prince of Idsu — Prince of Iwaml — in winged 
dresses of gold brocade, at the end of a red carpet, 
under violet, silken hangings, under crests of scarlet 
heart-shaped Asanim leaves, guardians of a scarlet 
lacquered box, guardians of golden doors, worn thin 
and bending. 
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In silence the blue-black negroes advance, and take 
the golden boxes from the page boj^a ; in silence they 
open them and nnwrap bine relret coverings. Silently 
they display the docnments to the Prince of Idm — 
tbe Prince ol Iwami — • motionless, inscrutable — be- 
yond the red carpet. 

Tbe vellom crackles as it is onfolded, and the long 
silk-gold cords of the seals drop their gold tassels to 
straight glistening inches and swing slowly — gold 
tassels dock-ticking before a doomed, bnmisbed gate. 

The negroes lay the vellum documents upon the 
scarlet lacquered box; bow, and retire. 

" I am desirous that onr two countries should trade 
with each other." Careful letters, carefully traced 
on rich parchment, and the low sun casts the shadow 
of the Gate far inland over high hills. 

" The letter of the President of the United SUtes 
will he delivered to the Emperor. Therefore you can 
DOW go." 

The Commodore, rising: " I will return for the 
answer dnring the coming Spring." 

But ships are frail, and seas are fickle, one can nail 
fresh plating over the thin gate before Spring- 
Prince of Idsu — Prince of Iwami — inscrutable 
statesmen, insensate idiots, trusting blithely to a lock 
when the key-guns are trained even now upon it. 

Withdraw, Procession. Dip oArs back to the 
" black ships." Slip cables and depart, for day after 
day will lapse and nothing can retard a coming 
Spring. 

Panic Winter thronghont the " Land of Great 
Peace." Panic, and haste, wasting energies and ac- 
complishing nothing. Kioto has beard, and prays, 
trembling. Priests at the shrine of Is^ whine long 
slow supplications from dawn to dawn, and through 
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days dropping down again from morning. lyiytaM 
is dead, and Ijisada roles in Yedoj thirteenth Shogun 
of the Tdcngawa. Boles and straggles, rescinds 
laws, orges reforms ; breathless, agitated endearors to 
patch and polish wliere is only corroding and puffed 
particles of dust. 

It is Winter still in the Bay of Yedo, though the 
plom-trees of Kamata and Klnagawa are white and 
flottering. 

Winter, with green, hi^, angular seas. But over 
the water, far toward China, are burning the furnaces 
of three great steamers, and four sailing vessels heel 
over, with decks slanted and sails full and pulling. 

" There's a bit of a lop, this morning. Mr. Jones, 
yoa'd better take in those royals." 

"Ay, ay. Sir. Tumble up here, men! Tumble 
up! Lay aloft and stow royals. Haul out to lee- 
ward." 

" To my. 

Ay, 

And we'll furl 

Ay, 

And pay Paddy Doyle for his boots." 

" Taught band — knot away." 

Chog! Chug! go the wheels of the consorts, salt- 
ing smokestacks with whirled spray. 

The Commodore lights a cigar, and paces op and 
down the quarter-deck of the Pmekatatt. " I wonder 
what the old yellow devils will do," he muses. 

Forty feet high, the camellia trees, with hard, green 
buds unburst. It is early yet for camellias, and the 
green buds and the glazed green leaves toss frantically 
in a blustering ^arcb wind. Sheltered behind the 
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tarty feet high camellia trees, on the hills of Idxn, 
stsnd watchmen straining theii eyes orei a broken 
dazzle of sea. 

Just at the edge of moonlight and sunlight — moon 
setting; sun rising — they come. Seven war ships 
heeled over and flashing, dashing through heaped 
waves, sleeping a moment in hollows leaping over 
ridges, sweeping forward in a strain of canvas and 
a train of red-black smoke, 

"The fire-ships! The fire-ships 1" 

Slip the bridles of your horses, messengers, and 
clatter down the Tokaido; scatter pedestrians, palan- 
quins, slow moving cattle, right and left into the 
cryptomeriaa ; rattle over bridges, spatter dust Into 
sbop-windows. To Yedo! To Yedo! For Spring 
is here, and the fire-ships have come ! 

Seven vessels, flying the stars and stripes, three 
more shortly to join them, with ripe, fruit-bearing 
guns pointed inland. 

Princes evince doubt, distrust. Learning must beat 
learning. Appoint a Professor of the University. 
Delay, prevaricate. How long can the play continue? 
Hayashi, learned scholar of Confucius and Mendus — 
he shall confer with the Barbarians at Uraga. Shall 
he! Word comes that the Mighty Chief of Ships 
will not go to Uraga. Steam is up, and — Horror! 
Consternation! The squadron moves toward Yedo! 
Sailors, midshipmen, lieutenants padc yards and cross- 
trees, seeing temple gates, castle towers, flowered 
pagodas, and look-outs looming distantly clear, and 
the Commodore on deck can hear the slow booming 
of the bells from the temples of Shiba and Asaknsa. 

You must capitulate, great Princes of a quivering 
Gate. Say Yokohama, and the Commodore will agree, 
for they must not come to Yedo. 
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Rows of japonicss in foil bloom ootude the Con- 
ference House. Flags and streamers, and musicians 
and pikemen. Five hundred officers, seamen, ma- 
rines, and the Commodore following in his white- 
painted gig. A jig of fortune indeed, with a sailor 
and a professor manneaTring for terms, cbess-playing 
each other in a game of future centuries. 

The Americans bring presents. Presents now, to 
be bought hereafter. Goodwill, to head long bills of 
imports. Occidental mechanisms to push the Orient 
into limbo. Fox-moves of interpreters, and Pan- 
dora's box with a contents rated far too low. 

Round and round goes the little train on its cir- 
cular railroad, at twenty miles an hour, with grave 
dignitaries seated on its roof. Smiles, gestures, at 
messages running over wire, a mile away. Touch the 
harrows, the plows, the flails, and shudder at the 
" spirit pictures " of the daguerreotype machine. 
These Barbarians have harnessed gods and dragons. 
They build boats which will not sink, and tinker little 
gold wheels till they follow the swinging of the sun. 

Run to the Conference House. See, feel, listen. 
And shrug deprecating shoulders at the glisten of 
silk and lacquer given in return. What are cups cut 
out of conch-shells, and red-dyed figured crepe, to 
railroads, and burning engines 1 

Go on board the " black ships " and drink mint 
juleps and brandy smashes, and click your tongues 
over sweet puddings. Offer the strangers pickled 
plums, sugared fruits, candied walnuts. Bruit the 
news far inland through the months of countrymen. 
Who thinks of the Great Gate! Its portals are 
pushed so far hack that the shining edges of them 
can scarcely be observed. The Commodore has never 
swerved a moment from his purpose, and the dragon 
months of his guns have conquered without the need 
of a single powder-horn. 
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The Commodore writes in his cabin. Writes &n 
occoont of what he has done. 

The sands of centuries ran fast, one slideB> and 
another, each falling into a smother of dust 

A locomotJTe in pay for a Whistler; telegraph wires 
buying a revolntion; wei|^ts and measures and Aodn- 
bon's birds in exchange for fear. Yellow monkey- 
men leaping oat of Pandora's box, shaking the toclcs 
of the Western coastline. Golden California barter- 
ing panic for prints. The dressing-gowns of a conti- 
nent won at the cost of security. Artists and phi- 
losophers lost in the hour-glass and pouring throng 
an open Gate. 

Ten ships sailing for China on a fair May wind. 
Ten ships sailing from one world into another, bat 
never again into the one they left Two years and 
a tip-turn is accomplished. Over the globe and back. 
Rip Van Winkle ships. Slip into your docks in New- 
port, in Norfolk, in Charlestowu. Yon have blown 
off the locks of the East, and what is coming will 
come. 

POSTLUDE 

In the Castle moat, lotos flowers are blooming. 
They shine with the light of an early moon 
Brightening above the Castle towers. 
They shine in the dark circles of their nnieflecting 

leaves. 
Pale b)oss<»ns. 
Pale towers, 
Pale moon. 

Deserted ancient moat 
Abont an ancient stronghold, 
Your bowmen are departed. 
Your strong walls are silent, 
Their only echo 
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A croaking of frogs. 

Frogs croaking at the moon 

In the ancient moat 

Of on ancient, crumbling Caatle. 

190S. JAPAN 

The high cliff of the Kegon waterfall, and a yonng 
man carving words on the trunk of a tree. He fin- 
ishes, pauses an instant, and then leaps into the 
foam-cloud rising from below. But, on the tree- 
trunk, the newly-cut words blaze white and hard as 
thon^ set with diamonds: 

" How mightily and steadily go Heaven and Earth 1 
How infinite the duration of Past and Present I Try 
to measure this rastness with five feet. A word ex- 
plains the Truth of the whole Universe — unktune- 
able. To cure my agony I have decided to die. 
Now, as I stand on the crest of this rock, no uneas- 
iness is left in me. For the first time I know that ex- 
treme pessimism and extreme optimism are one." 

1903. AUXRICA 

" Nocturne — Blue and silver — Battersea Bridge. 

Nocturne — Grey and Silver — Chelsea Embank- 
ment. 

Variations in Violet and Green." 

Pictures in a glass-roofed gallery, and all day long 
the throng of people is so great that one can scarcely 
see them. Debits — credits ? Flux and fiow through 
a wide gateway. Occident — Orient — after fifty 
years. 

The Seven Arte Amy LomeU 
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NOT TO KEEP 

They sent him back to her. The letter came 

Saying . . . and she could have him. And before 

She could be sure there waa no hidden ill 

Under the formal writing, he was in her sight — 

Living. — They gave him back to her alive — 

How else? They are not known to send the dead — 

And not disfigured visibly. His face? — 

His hands? She had to look — to ask 

" What was it, dear? " And she had given all 

And still she had all— they had — they the lut^y! 

Wasn't she glad now? Everything seemed won. 

And all the rest for them permissible ease. 

She bad to ask " What was it, dear? " 

" Enough, 
Yet not enough. A bullet through and through, 
High in the breast Nothing but what good care 
And medicine and rest — and you a week. 
Can cure me of to go again." The same 
Grim giving to do over for them both. 
She dared no more than ask him with her eyes 
How was it with him for a second trial. 
And with his eyes he asked her not to ask. 
They had given bim back to her, but not to keep. 

The Yale Review Robert Froti 



AN OLD WOMAN: IN WAH-TIME 

She is too old to look apon such days ; 

It may be best that she is nearly blind; 
Her life has been all gentle words and ways, 

The care of children, and things wise and kind. 
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Sommerg she spent in tending bush and bloom 
Of qnsint, old-fashioned plants about the place. 

And winten in her dim, hig^-ceilinged room. 
Dreams and the firelight mingling in her face. 

She has known naugjit, in all her quiet life, 
Of passions clashing at tremendons grips. 

The hate and blood and lost of mortal strife. 

And men who die with corses on their lips. , . . 

Of all that she has seen, all that life gave. 

Most she take this, fresh with her, to the grave? 

The BeUman David Morton 



HIS SHARE 
" BolditT, toldUr, hovu from th4 war* — " 
" I 'ave bonght me a bit o' gronnd. 

And 1 think I'll rest 
Ont o' the sight and the sound 
O' what I've knowed best. 

" I 'ave come to my small estate 

Throng a many o' seas; 
I 'ave wrooght wi' the weak and the great, 

Forgettin' my ease. 

" I 'ave paid for my own free'oh] 

In coin o' worth; 
I 'ave striven wi' strong men and bold 

For my piece o' Earth. 

• « « * 

" 2 'ave bonght me a bit o' groood 

Wi' blood and pain. 
And I'm come, wi' my dyin'-woond. 

Back to England again. 
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" My free'old is six feet long, 

And may be as deep. 
I've bonght it, and not for a aong^ 

I think— I'll sleep." 

iReedg't Mirror KendaU Hartuo» 



STORM-MUSIC 

Mnsic has thoa only heard 
The laughing riTer, the singing bird> 

The mnnnuFing wind in the poplar-trees,— 
Nothing bat Nature melodies? 
Nay, thou hcarest all her tones. 
As a Queen mn«t heart 
Sounds of wrath and fear, 
Mntterings, shouts and moans, 
Madness, tumult, and despair,^ — 
All she has that shakes the air 

1 With voices fierce and wild ! 

/rhon art a Queen and not a dreaming child,— 
/ Put on thy crown and let us hear thee reign 
,' Triumphant in a world of storm and strain] 

Echo the long-drawn sighs 
Of the mounting wind in the pines; 
And the sobs of the mounting waves that rise 

In the dark of the troubled deep 

To break on the beach in fiery lines. 

Echo the far-off roll of thunder. 

Rambling loud 
And even louder, under 
The blue black curtain of dond. 
Where the lightning serpents gleam. 
Echo the moaning 
Of the forest in its sleep 
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Like a giaot groaning 
In. the torment of a dream. 

Now an interval of qniet 
For a moment holds the sir 
In the breathless hush 
Of a silent prajer. 

Then the sudden msh 

Of the rain, and the riot 

Of the shrieking, tearing gale 

Breaks loose in the night. 

With a fusillade of haU I 

Hear the forest fight. 
With its tossing arms that crack and clash 

In the thunder's cannonade, 

While the lightning's forked flash 
Brings the old hero-trees to the ground vith a crash! 

Hear the breakers' deepening roar, 
Driven like a herd of cattle 
In the Tild stampede of battle. 
Trampling, trampling, tramplmg, to overwhelm the 
shore! 

Is it the end of all? 

Will the land crumble and fall? 

Na}*, for a voice replies 

Out of the hidden skies, 
" Thus far, O sea, shalt thou go, 
So long, O wind, shalt thou blow: 
Return to your bounds and cease, 
And let the earth have peace ! " 

O Music lead the way, — 
The stormy night is past. 
Lift up our hearts to greet the day. 
And the joy of things that last. 
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The dissonance and pain 
That mortals most endure, 
Ak changed in thine immortal strain 
To something great and pure. 

Tme love irill conqner strife, 
And strength from conflict flows. 
For discord is the thorn of life 
And harmony the rose. 

Scribner'$ Magazine Henry van Dyke 



THE SEVENTH VIAL 

These are the days when men draw pens for swords 

Hurling hysteric bombs of epithets. 
And girding on the f^oxj of great words. 

Storm the embarrassed parapets. 
Words, words, — " Democracy ! " tbey cry. 
Who pass their neighbors with averted eye. 

America, my country, not with the lesser love 
Do I, thy SOD and lover, set the flame 

Cleansing thy shame. 
But only that I know what love is molded of. 
That here for us in these United States 

Where still the dullard prates 

Of the propitious fates. 
Democracy as yet is but a name I 

A name for demagogs to juggle facilely, 
A tinsel ball to catch the crowd and mock it 
While deft confederates with raior-edge set free 
The staring burgher's plnmp distended pocket. 

167 



by Google 



The tmmpet blows to war and youth npatorts 

With shaken hearts, 
Stirring to all old splendors of the past^ 
Knowing that we are heritors of glory 
Whose names shall stand in story : 
The die for us irrevocably ia cast. 

For youth has never shrunk to pay the price 
Of the recurrent sacrifice. 

It is youth's prerogative to do 

What gray age tells them to. 

With song upon our lips 

Facing the last eclipse; 
Death never waits to summon young men twice. 

Youth is ready to lay down 
Strength of foot and body brown. 
Glow of eye and red of lip, 
Supple knee and clinging hip. 
Sting of health and gracious breath. 
All to weave a crown for Death. 
Youth is ready, stripped to rtm 
That immortal Marathon. 

And so the khaki clothes glad limbs once more, 
The rifle's shouldered, and the quick-step starts. 
The old flag billows, deep male cannons roar, 

And honor draws our hearts. 
To die for one's country, that is bliss — 

But what of thU: 

Old men have a bitter tongue, 
" So were lee when we were young; 
Now that we have wavering Icneet, 
Bleeeing fall on tubtletiei! 

" Youth would find a foe to fight 
When hit heel* and heart are light; 
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N<m that we have wavering knee*. 
Blearing fall on tubtletie*! " 

Ah, old gray-beards, bowdj-do, 
Here's a snbtletj for yoa: 

Out of the crush of dtiea, maddening lights. 
Exotic gardens of obscene delights, 
The tormoil of the elevated overhead, 
Faces that one passes set and dead. 
Men's faces with slack creases at the lips. 
And women mostly eyes and smell and hips; 

There boms one vision of a summer night, 
The night that England set her hand to war 
Remembering her Waterloo and Trafalgar, 
And men had gathered in the midnight glare 
To watch the bill-boards posted at Times Square, 
When I saw the German waiter who had lately 

bronght my dinner 
Stand beside me in the crowd with face grown andden 

thinner. 
And band met hand but with a manlier grip 
Than I suspected when he palmed my tip: 

" You're going? " " Yes, the Vaterland. 
She sails on Wednesday. And I'm glad to go." 

"Auf Wiedersehn— " 

Hell not come back, I know. 
Yet I am glad I knew that different hand. 

Joat as the sense of all it meant struck home. 
The broken bodies spumed with bloody foam. 
The towzle-beaded boys who scarcely knew 
One of life's joys before death thrust them thru. 
Staggering women learning how to plow 
And children starving for milk of one lean cow. 
There in the crowd upon the unshamed Square 
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I SBV two men and a woman with red hair. 
Her white arms gleaming, with dimples in the bends 
Familiar with the shoulders of her friends; 
Two men, one woman, bat they scuffled there, — 
Let Europe tumble, ten million young men die, 
" Aw, quit your kidding, you're the lucky gaj. 
This is the life " — it's midnight in Times Square] 

Not in Manhattan only 

But in lonely 
Forgotten villages upon the plains 
Men still are forging their invisible chains 

Out of misplaced, endeavor 
That bind them to hoar Caucasus forever. 

America is still the awkward boy. 

Hobbledehoy, 
Knowing no joy except in birds' neats or tiie mood's 

employ, 
Stranger to heart'sweetening laughter. 
Tooting horns and ronning after 
Each his own peculiar grafter, 

Recidesa in all things, trying all by turns. 
Here hits the saw-dust trail, there a Negro bums. 
Mortgages his home to buy a motor-car 
Still hitching wagons to a darkened star, 
With something still of the strange whim of boys. 
Thinking that man most great who makes the loudest 
noise. 

And yet we need not be the thing we are. 
There is a greater war. 

The War at home! 
And tho we go abroad 
With the avenging rod 
Calling ourselves from God, 
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Upholding now the desperate hands of France 

In crater-scarred advance. 
And tho to Mother England now we swarm 

Under her wearying arm, 
And tho to Hossia we in faith extend 

The warm hand of a friend, 
Bestore to Belgium all of what she lost 

Haloed in holocaust, 
And tho we win and break the brutal Hun — 

Our task will not be done. 
Bat just begun. 

There is a War, a greater War, at home. 
Not whistled by shrill fife, 
But still a war to knife. 
For more than life. 

America has need, oh, pitiful, utmost need 
Of the old breed here in our weakened seed 

The spawn of mighty fathers, Jeffersons and Lit^ 
coins, Waahingtons, 

And shrewd-eyed " Richard " with bis almanac. 
We have lacked something, we oblivious sons, 

Smnething we most win back. 

A few there are by some direction sent 
As if our fathers still were provident. 
And gave us in this hour, a president. 

Thank God, thank God for Wilson I 
He has set 
His hand against all bluster and it dies,— 

The ancient verities are with us yet 

This is the hour I saw the angel stand 
The seventh vial in his hand. 
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This is the Annsgeddon prophet-toM 

Wheo aeren hills give np the dead they hold. 

When shines the angel in the blood; snn 
And in the darkness Cssar is ondone. 

This is the ds; the fl*tining planet swings 
Bock to the arm from lonel; wanderings. 

And this the revelation shaU not cease 

Till yc have seen the perfect Prince of Peace. 

So, ob, my conntiy, follor, follow far; 
Tbo this is war, there is another Wat! 

The Independent WUlard Wattle* 



TO THE MANTLED 

And they shall rise and cost their mantles by. 
Erect, and strong) and Tisioncd, as the day 
That rings the knell of curfew o'er the sway 

Of prejudice — who reels with mortal cry 

To lift no more her leprous, blinded eye. 

Keft of the fetters, far more cursed than th^ 
Which held dominion o'er the human clay. 

The spirit soars aloft, where rainbows lie. 

Like joyful exiles, swift returning home. 
The rythmic chanson of their eager feet. 

While voices, strange to ecstasy, long dumb. 
Break forth in major cadences, full sweet 

Into the very star-shine, lo ! they come. 
Wearing the bays of victory complete! 

The Criiie Georgia DougUu Joktuon 

17« 



by Google 



Among the refamiB promised in Gennai^, It Is nunored 
that tile Jewish soldier will not hereafter be debarred from 
attaining an officer's ranlc — News Despatch. 

Again the wsnderer starts out 

To alien battles; amd ve see, 
Beneath the welter and the ront. 

The ancient, tragic itoay. 

He goes, too dombly to be grim, 
Down to the dead, the chosen ones; 

While nations that rejected him 
Accept; his flesh to stop the girns. 

Plunged in a war he never sou^t. 
Hurled at his brothers' gaping lines. 

Blinded, bewildered, scattered, caught — 
A sadden ny of promise shines. . . . 

He stops — the guerdon seems too great! 

Then, with a deep and trembling breath, 
He goes to meet a thundering fate 

And die, perhaps, a captain's death 1 

Pariah, ontcast — he delights 

In stmggles that should drire him mad. 

He Ijres uptm defeat; and fi^^ts 
To save a home he never had. 

The Mauei Louii XJntermeyer 



NEGRO SOLDIERS 



These truly are the Brave, 
These men who cast aside 
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Old memories, to walk the blood-atained pave 

Of Sacrifice, joining the solemn tide 

That moves away, to suffer and to die 

For Freedom — when their own is ytX denied ! 

O Pride! O Prejudice! When they pass hy. 

Hail them, the Brave, for yon now crucified! 

These truly are the Free, 
These souls that grandly rise 
Above base dreams of vengeance for their wrongs. 
Who march to war with visions in tbelr eyes 
Of Peace through Brotherhood, lifting glad songs 
Aforetime, while they front the firing-Une. 
Stand and behold I They take the field today. 
Shedding their blood like Him now held divine, 
That those who mock might find a better way! 

The Critts Rotooe C. Jamiton 



THE OLD KINGS 

All of the Chi Kings 

Are wakened from their sleep, 
Arthur out of Avalon, 

Ogier from the deep, 
Redbeard from his Dragon-Bock, 

Sigurd from his fen . . . 
" It it time" they rise and cry, 

" To lead our hotti againf " 

They have donned their wing^ he 
They would rise and reign. 

The young king Sebastian, 
The old king Charlemagne, 
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Harold with his great how, 

Rolaad with his horn . . . 
Men have heard their horses' hoofs 

Many a scarlet mom ! 

The Old Kings have arisen . . . 

Where the hosts advance 
Sedbeard cries his Germans on, 

Earle cries oat for France, 
Up and down the battle-field 

Ghostly armies beat, 
Stilly down the gray sea glides 

Olaf'a shadow-fleet. . . . 

Up and down the red fields 

Men hare seen them go. 
Seen the long plumes on the wind. 

Seen the pennons flow; 
Harry out of Agincourt 

Sends his bowmen wide, 
Joan that has forgiven them 

Battles at their side. . . . 

Christ, king of Paradise, 

Hasten with Thy hosts. 
Angels all in silver mail, 

Saints and blessed ghosts; 
Cry the long swords sheathed again. 

Cry the pennons furled, 
Lest under Ragnarok 

Lie the shattered world ! 

Harptr't Magazine Margaret Widdemer 
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BATTLE HYMN OF THE RUSSIAN 
REPUBLIC 

God, give lu strengUi these days — 

Bom lU with one desire; 
To smother this murderous blase. 

Beat back these flames with fire. 

Let OS not weaken and fail 
Or spend Durselves in a shout; 

Let our white passion prevail 
Till the terror is driven onL 

Give OS the power to fling 

Ourselves and our fury, employed 

To blast and destroy this thing 
Lest Life itself be destroyed. 

Friends in all lands, arise — 

Turn all these fires to shake 
Against their refuge of lies; 

Force it to cmmble and break. 

Rise, ere it grow too late 
And we have not strength enough. 

Sweep it down with our hate! 
Trample it with our love! 

The Mtutet Louit Vntermeyer 

THE SONG OF THE UPRISING 

I — Joji 
Joy wings his way, 
— (O bells of heaven!) 
Joy wings his Irresistible way. 
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— (O winda, O sont) 

J07 wings his irreslstibie, his' radiant, his indinctable 
way, 

— (Morning! morning of the winds. 
Morning strong with song !) 

J07 wings, wings, wingt his way 

And now the wild great song of dawn 

Monnts heaven on beams of light 

Scattering the dew in the path of the veering bee. 

And from the house the girl and boy bare-headed 

Come fresh from sleep 

And lift young voices toward blue skies . . . 

Lift young voices toward blue skies 
Meethig tile young god, Joy. 

Joy is the carrier of news . . . 
He laughs over the battlefields . . , 
Joy is the sun . . . 
He shines on the democracies . . . 
Joy is exultant with tidings , . . 
He flings on the Earth in the road of the hosts the 
luminous flame of the future . . . 

the Earth, it is bled. 

It is black, clawed with death, 

But victory, but victory, but irrepressible victory 

Shouts from the lips of Joy 

Who shall raise ap the dead. 

1 will make a prophecy 
To your swelling heart. 
That the heavens open 
Presently with Peace . . . 

I will make a prophecy of glory 
To your dark-swelling heart . . . 
The peoples shall be one, 
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The Eftrth stuU be our home. 

The childrea shall lead us forth with a scattering of 

roses. 
And the heavens in all their splendor of stars shall 

sing: " One people, one planet" 

O my heart! 

How wonderful is the age we dwell in . . . 

We are climbing up on the new tableland of man, 

Beyond cedars of sorrow, beyond hemlocks of lamen- 
tation. 

There where the grass blows wild, 

There where the oak and the maple sway in the wind. 

There where the festival is held, and the sun gleams 
on the steel of the workshops . . . 

Gleams on the steel and on the miraculous flesh of 
men's faces . . . 

(Hear, O softly, O faintly, sweetly. 
Hear the cooing murmur of the mothers, 
Tbe lisp of laughing babes. 
The bird-like love-notes, the lark-like uiate-caUs 
Of passionate girls and boys. 
And hear, hear. 

Voices of men together in workshops where work b 
glory.) 
Trnly triumphant from the massive enginery of de- 
struction and battle 
Where great guns leveled Louvain and rifled £urope 

of grandeur, 
Truly triumphant out of the thunder-roar, the tempest- 
shriek, the hurricane-blast. 
Out of the horrible bleeding of boys. 
Out of the torrents of blood, 
Out of the anguish of countless hearts, 
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Tnlj trimnphsnt the saved shaU stand and march 

with a blowing of the tmmp 
And march with a throbbing of the drum 
Heroic and renewed to the lands of the new age . . . 

They shall march! — 

(O Jojf thoa news-bringer !) 

They shall march ! — 

(O Joy, thon sun in the windy heavens !) 

They shall march ! — 

(O Joy, thoa art approaching beamed with the glory 
of the free !) 

They shall march, they shall sing, they shall swing 
with radiant ranks, 

Down the fields, down the streets, down the conti- 
nental roads, 

They shall march, they shall ship, they shall fiy on 
the planes of rejoicing. 

They shall be one mass of triumph in the peace that 
crowneth all. 

n — Darknett 
Death darkens, darkens . . . 

— (O cry of breakers !) 

Death darlcena, darkens on the deeps . . . 

— (O rocks, O sea!) 

Death darkens, darkens on the moring, the interminp 
able deeps . . . 

— (Midni^t! midnight of no stars! 
Midnight bowed with cloud!) 

Death darkens, darkens, darkent. 

And the wild blown dirges of the sea 

Break into lamentation. 

Break into anguish on the rocks, on the sands, on the 

dunes, 
WaU along the dnnes, weep along the dunes, 
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And the sea cries. 

And the wind skims the sett-tides with an empty moas- 

And the clouds crowd together dropping their tears 
npon the war-bled world . . . 

O the black midnight! 
Winds howl and sand blows, 

The broom wails and snaps and the breakers burst 
writhing . . . 

the blackness of this midnight . . . 

Must I walk these shores, lost in grief? 

Must I walk these stormy shores at the salt fringes 

of the tragic sea 
In a vision of the human Earth I tread. 
In a vision of an Earth of men and women 
Stripped and maimed. 
Trapped and slain, — 
•Must I walk these naked shores, dreadfully, slowly, 

stricken in my heart? 

Unbearable sorrow 1 

Fiendish anguish! 

Among the old that line the streets, among the faded 

and the war>wom, 
Radiant miles of youth glow by, laughing with the 

bogles, 
Radiant rivers of youth flow by, 
Flow into the trenches ... 

1 see the Hell they have entered with its pitiless 

flame-fledged skies. 

With its mnd and stenchent carrion, with the mur- 
derer and the murdered . . . 

I see the Hell they have entered and the radiance gone 
out . . . 
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mj heart . . . 

How terrible is the age we dwell In ■ . . 

None . . . none . . . none 

Shall assuage great grief . . . 

None . . . none . . . none 

Shall restore the lost to ns . . . 

Roll, muffled drams, yoa heart-beats of despair. 

Boom, O yon brass, for the burial of our boys. 

1 hare moonted midnight 
To gaie in the abyss. 
In the midst of heaven 
Hangs a red, red heart . . . 

I have mounted mournful midni^t 
To gase In the abyss, 
And I have seen that red heart 
Dripping drops of blood . . . 
That heart is the Earth, 
In the darkness it hangs red. 

In the darkness it bleeds red with human grief and 
anguish . . . 

Bat is not the Earth as a husk of heauties and glories 

and powers 
Which stripped, reveals the kernel, the naked body of 

manP 
Is not man her consnmmate miracle? 
Is he not strong with engines and strong with song? 
Can he be this beast of the jungle? 
Can he be this darkness-maker? 
Has his great past opened only In this? 

Sea of the interminable tides, 

Sea, of dirges and of moving deeps, and of darkened 

song, 
I will torn from yon, I will call the beloved of my 

heart . . . 



by Google 



Tom and call her, that in her face 
I may read of ^oath's betrayal, 
And the treason of the strong . . . 

They have betrayed ns . . . 

(Silence, yon false seas !) 

They have betrayed as . . . 

(Silence, you lying dirge-singing seasi) 
They have betrayed as . . . 

(Silence, yon seas awash with ignoble anguish !) 
They have betrayed as, they have sold ns, they have 

earried off our youth 
To the slaughter, to the murder, to the deepest pits 

of HeU, 
They have betrayed ua, they are traitors, we shall rise 

against their power. 
We shall shake the Earth with tumult and the thun- 
ders of Revolt. 

m — The CaU 

Whither goest tfaon, beautiful and beloved, O Earth, 
Whither goest thou ? 

Dawn is not yet: 

We sit in a cranny of the eastward rocks of the 
mountain-top; 

Among shapes of the wind, shadows of the stars, and 
the Earth darker than the skies. 

O my beloved. 

Your hands are warm in my own, your haif blows 
against my cheek : 

Yoa are glimmering beside me, yonr eyes bright with 
the wild animal : 

We are of the dariiness of Earth dipped in the eddy- 
ing gleam of the heavens: 

We taste the freshness of wind-blown pines. 
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VastnesB . . . ten stsrs &re gone . . . 
Grajness . . . the Earth sighs . . . 
Twilight ... the East twinkles . . . 

O rise, 1117 beloved, rise, for the mnneTs of the son 
Appear with their bugles upon the mountains and 

blow long blasts of light 
Swelling and sbattering Night . . . 
Rise, we must meet the miracle . . . Davn's joy 

swells: 
Stirring, Earth tosses her covers of the dark aside, 
Laughing, leaps from her bed; naked, bathes in the 

dew . . . 
Look, where the peeping chimney smokes, look, the 

grey lake. 
Listen . . . the waking! 

Birds are fluttering, brooks are babbling, leaves are 

dancing, woodfolk scurry . . . 
The color of the dawn 
Scattered, drowns in blue . . . 

We are blown on the topmost rock. 

We cannot be still . . . 

Your hair, my' beloved, is a golden gale. 

Your lips are cold . . . 

Look to the East, behold . . . 

Look — gold . . . 

Pnre gold, flame gold, growing, emboldening gold! 

Hark! 

The sons of light — 

The sons of light charge heaven on golden gallopers, 

And struck out of fire, with song. 

The morning star is bom — 

The morning star is bom — the sun, the snn — Dagt 
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£cstas7! splendor 1 

Wild are white waters ! 

Songs from the birds bnrst, sbonts from oar lips 

rise . . . 
In abandon, nnbnrdened, we dance, dance . . . 
We are beams of the morning sun. 
We are blowing pines of the peak. 
And tunriie 

Bursts tbrou^ these human bodies, 
Sunrise 

Leaps through these singing bodies. 
Sunrise 

Dances along the blood, and opens in our hearts 
The secret of Man's glory : the thrill of what Life is. 

(A shadow crosses the son . . . 

The Earth grows gicj below ns . . . 

We are hashed of a sodden, and chilled . . . 

Doubt . . . dread.) 

Whither goest thoa, darkened and solemn, Earth, 
Whither goest thoa? 

Is there then, beloved, no forgetting of sorrow? 
Must there be pausing for lamentation? 
Is there an hoar for cedars? 

Shall the drums roll for the lost and the bugles blow 
for the dead? 

I heard a voice say: None, 

None shall heal empty arms. 

I heard a voice say: None, 

None shall assuage great grief . . . 

For he is dead, whose young lips 

She kissed in the intervals of song . . . 

— In the intervals of song . . . 
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Death darkena, darkens, 

(0 cry of breakers!) 
Death darkens, daritens on the deeps, 

(0 rocks, O sea I) 
Death steaU into the ecstasy of life. 
Steals in, siiatchea the loved ones, and leaves be- 
reaved hearts . . . 

It is Man who darkens. 

It Is Man himself who darkens his own world. 

Who has misused his gift. 

Who has tamed the upward vision downward. 

Whose greed devours, whose passion sinks back to the 

beast beneath his humanness. 
Whose treasure becomes engines of death, and his 

song a shriek . . . 

O Man, what hast thoa wroaght? 

How bast thoa scarred the beautiful slopes of thy 

planet with gun-pocked havoc. 
And how excoriated thy divine body with blasting 

anguish? 
How from thy glories bast thou turned to maim and 

slay thine own? 
enemy of thyself ! O mad beast 1 O stupid fiend 1 

Thou hast made thy living valleys, thy mass-pent 

cities, thy human plains 
Bed with nnneeded agony and black with burnt 

In mill and trench thy peoples moan. 
The cry rises of betrayed multitudes. 
Thou hast made Earth sick and a stench and a place 

of cinders ... 
ThoD hast wrought a glory and put it to the torch . . . 
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Beloved, beloved. 

How can we abide mi the ntootitaiti of aax joy 

Where ereo touched with sonriae we quiver thna^ 

invisible nervea to the ends of Earth, 
And the agony of man darkens our dawn . . , 
We mnat descend into the pit of a thousand million 

outstretched imploring hands, 
The pit of bloody faces, and wailing lips . , . 
Down to the sorrow of Earth, 
The anguish of Man. 

For Earth, like a staring maniac, bearing a firebrand, 

Goes shrieking down the skies. 

Shrieking " Famine," shrieking " Pestilence," shriek- 
ing " War "... 

That orb of destrnctiou bums balefuUy in the august 
magnificence of ni^t . . . 

The mad world runs amuck . . . 

Is Man ending himself? 

Is the miracle of that mind and passion which 
dreamed and built Asia and Europe 

Stopped in suicidal madness f 

Beloved, were we bom to see this, and to live this i 

Are we among the doomed? 

The doomed ! the doomed ! 

Where shall we flee? Where shall we bide our heads? 
There is no corner of the stoim that is still . , . 
The wind blows us into the whirlpool, 
O cities crashing about us, O ships gone down, 
the wounded and the dying, 
O the bereaved, the bereaved ! 
Deluge of death! Day of the last judgment! 
The heavens open, the dazzling Judge calls the multi- 
tudes of peoples before him, 
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The tbamler rolls, the lightning bares tbose Und 

faces, the doom is given . . . 
The Earth cracks asunder: 
Darkness . . . 
Death . . . 

(Yet — what song is in my heart? 

has the mother beard the stir of life in bei 

sideP 
Is there the faint, the tremoloiu stir of the 

tmborn?) 

Lift up yonr beads, ye gates, 

And be ye uplift, you everlasting doors . . . 

The glory of the Lord is risen upon us . . . 

Wc shall not bend before the atonn : we shall not bow 
before great death: 

We put the darkness from us with a loud shout: 

We pnt the temptation of despair away with resolu- 
tion: 

We arise: we arise clothed in courage: 

Wc arise: we are that which has refused darkness: 
we are MAN . . . 

MAN, the fire-bringer, 

MAN, the Creator. 

We call mountain to mountain . . . 
We raise a torch of Revolution . . . 
We bring forth the peoples out of their darkness 
And the nations out of their wrath . . . 
We behold the Earth in parturition . . . 
We see the Mother in birth-throes . . . 
We greet the child with calls of welcome and the 
sound of cities of joy ■ . . 

O, blow, you bugles, with triumph, 

O, shout, you peoples, with victory . . , 
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Harl down the mighty from theii seata, 

And raise f ourselves to freedom . . . 

Raiae up yoaiselTCB, je slaves and chained ones, 

Boise u^ jDorselves, je toiling peoples . . . 

Be upraised, ye sorrotrers and ;e spent ones. 

Get np on the peaks of the morning and proclaim the 

triumph of Man, 
The victory of Man, 
Get np on the peaks of tiie morning and greet the 

child, the New Age, 
On tablelands of democracy. 
On heights of man, the creator. 
Get ye np, get ye np, get ye up, ye triumphing 

peoples . . , 
New Man is bom from the Old: Joy shall leap langh- 

iog from Sorrow. 

The Seven Artt Jamet Oppenheim 



I lauf^ to see them pray 
And think God still is in the sky. 
The little Christ whose name they say 
Is dead. I saw him die. 

They burned his house and killed his priest, 

Jost as the Bible aaith. 

We had no milk for little Christ 

And so he starved to death. 



There was a Virgin Mary made 
To sit in church, all whitely sweet, 
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And hear our pnytta. She smiled and played 
All day Tith baby Jesua' feet. 

Each day, oni faces clean like snow. 
Amid the candle-shme and myrrh 
Wc children, standing in a row. 
With folded hands wonld sing to her. 

" O Mary, let thy gentle son 
Come down with us today, 
And be the blessed Holy One 
In all oar work and play. 

I wish that we had prayed to her 
To keep him safe instead. 
She did not know about the war. 
Now little Christ is dead. 



The sun-wares floated past the sill 
And buzsy, bumping flies. 
My Mother lay all pale and stilly 
With eyes like Mary's eyes. 

I promised her I would be brave 
And help her, and I tried ; 
And oil the things she asked I gave. 
And never cried. 

Bat at the end all I could do 
Was, stop my ears and pray, 
And hide my face. I never knew 
The Christ wonld come that way. 
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My Mother held me close to her; 
I feel her ooe kisa yet. 
How sweet sbe was, alone and dear, 
I never can forget. 

Her face was jnst like Mary's face. 
As if a li^t abone throogh. 
I took the Chriat Child from that place 
And ran. She told me to. 



There were long, dast-gray roada to run. 
And sticks that hart my feet. 
And dead fields lying in the aun. 
And nothing there to eat. 

The Baby Jeans nerer cried. 
But with soft little lips and weak 
Wee hands kept noesling at my side 
And tried to snck my cheek. 



We slept beneath a bending tree. 
The little Chrut and I, 
And woke up in the light to see 
The son lift np the sky. 

And all the birds that ever were 
Sang to the Christ Child then,— 
Sweet thmah and lark and woodpecker. 
Gold warbler and brown wren. 

There were no bella for mass 
Singing a little tone; 
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Wbitc faces l^iiig in the grass 
Were langhiag at the moon ! 



Tbe7 made a little, lonel; bed 
Where it was cold and dim. 
The baby Christ was dead, quite dead. 
There was no milk for him. 

Poetry, A Magaeine of ferte Etoite Robinion 
MEMORIES OP WHITMAN AND LINCOLN 



Lilacs shall bloom for Walt Whitman 

And lilacs for Abraham Lincoln. 

Spring hangs in the dew of the dooryards 

These memories — these memories — 

Thej hang in the dew for the bard who fetched 

A sprig of them once for his brother 

When he la;^ cold and dead. . . . 

And forever now when America leans in the dooryard 

And over the hills Spring dances, 

Smell of lilacs and sight of lilacs shall bring to her 

heart these brothers. . . . 
Lilacs shall bloom for Walt Whitman 
And lilacs for Abraham Lincoln. 



Who are the shadow-forms crowding the night? 

What shadows of men? 

The still star-night is high with these brooding 

spirits — 
Their shoulders rise on the Earth-rim, and they are 

great presences in heaven — 
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They move throDgh the stars like ootUned winds ia 

young-ltaved msplea. 
Lilacs bloom for Walt Whitman 
And lilacs for Abraham Lincoln. 
Deeply the nation throbs with a world's anguish — 

But it sleeps, and I on the housetops 

Commnne with souls long dead who guard oar land 

at midnight, 
A strength in each hushed heart — 
I seem to hear the Atlantic moaning on our shores 

with the plaint of the dying 
And rolling on our shores with the rumble of 

battle. . . . 
I seem to see my country growing golden toward 

California, 
And, as fields of daisies, a people, with slumbering up^ 

turned faces 
Leaned over by Two Brothers, 
And the greatness that is gone. 



Lilacs bloom for Walt Whitman 
And lilacs for Abraham Lincoln. 



Spring runs over the land, 

A young girl, light-footed, eager . . . 

For I hear a song that is faint and sweet with first 

love. 
Out of the West, fresh with the grass and the timber, 
But dreamily soothing the sleepers. . . . 
I listen: I drink it deep. 



Softly the Spring sings. 
Softly and dearly: 
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" / open lUact for the beloved, 

Lilact for the lott, ike dead. 

And, tee, for the living, I bring ttoeet atrawberrg 

blottomt. 
And I bring buttercup; and I bring to the woodt 

anemone* and blue belli . . . 
I open lilact for the beloved. 
And vhen my fluttering garment driftt through 

duetg citiet. 
And blouit on hilla, and bruthet the inland tea. 
Over you, tleepert, over you, tired Aeepert, 
A fragrant memory fallt . . . 
I open lace in the ihut heart, 
I open lilact for the beloved." 



Lihcs bloom for Walt Wbitmui 
And lilacs for Abraham Lincoln. 



Was that the Spring that sang, opening locked hearts. 

And is remembrance mine? 

For I know these two great shadows in the spacious 

night. 
Shadows folding America close between them, 
Close to the heart . . . 
And I know how m; own lost yonth grew up blessedly 

in their spirit, 
And how the morning song of the mi^ty native bard 
Sent me out from my dreams to the living America, 
To the chanting seas, to the piney hills, down the 

railroad vistas. 
Out into the streets of Manhattan when the wbistles 

blew at seven, 
Down to the mills of Pittsborgb and the rode faces of 

Ubor . . . 
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And I know how the grave great music of that other, 

Mnsic in which lost armies sang requiems. 

And the vision of that gaunt, that great end solemn 

figure. 
And the graven face, the deep eyes, the mouth, 
O homan-hearted brother, 
Dedicated anew my undevoted heart 
To America, my land. 



Lilacs bloom for Walt Whitman 
And lilacs for Abraham Lincoln, 



Now in this hour I was suppliant to these two brothers, 

And I said; Your land has need: 

Half-awakened and blindly we grope in the great 

world. . . . 
What strength may we take from our Past, what 

promise hold for our Future? 

And the one brother leaned and whispered: 

" I put my strength in a book, 

And in that book my love. . . , 

This, with my love, I give to America. . . ." 

And tbe other brother leaned and murmured: 

" I put my strength in a life. 

And in that life my love, 

This, with my love, I give to America." 



Lilacs bloom for Walt Whitman 
And lilacs for Abraham Lincoln. 



Then my heart sang out: This strength s 
strength: 
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Yea, irhen the great hour cumeSj and the sleepen 

wake and are huiled back, 
And creep down into tbemselTes 
There ahaU the;^ ^^ ^o^^ Whitmao 
And there, Abraham Lincoln. 



O Spring, go over thia land with much singing 

And open the lilaca everywhere, 

Open them out with the old-time fragrance 

Making a people remember that something has been 

forgotten. 
Something is hidden deep — strange memories — 

strange memories — 
Of hun that brought « sprig of the purple duater 
To him that was mourned of all. . . . 
And so they are linked together 
While yet America lives. . . . 



While yet America lives, mj heart, 
Lilaca aball Uoom for Walt Whitman 
And lilacs for Abraham Lincoln. 

The Seven Artt Jame$ OppenAetm 



RAIN AFTER A VAUDEVILLE SHOW 

The last pose flickered, failed. The screen's dead 

white 
Glared in a sudden flooding of harsh light 
Stabbing the eyes;. and as I stumbled oat 
The curtain rose. A fat girl with a pout 
And legs like hams, began to sing " His Mother." 
Gusts of bad air rose in a choking smother; 
Smoke, the wet steam of clothes, the stench of plush, 
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Powder, cheap perfume, mingled in ■ rush. 
I stepped into the lobby — and stood still 
Struck dumb "by sudden beauty, body and wiU. 
Cleanness and rapture — excellence made plain ^ 
The storming, thrashing arrows of the rain! 
Pouring and dripping on the roofs and rods, 
Smelling of woods and hills and fresh-turned sods. 
Black on the sidewalks, gray in the far sky. 
Crashing on thirsty panes, on gutters dry. 
Hurrying the crowd to shelter, making fair 
The streets, the houses, and the heat-soaked air> — 
Merciful, holy, charging, sweeping, flashing. 
It smote the soul with a most iron clashing I . . . 
Like dragons' eyes the street-lamps suddenly gleamed, 
Yellow and round and dim-low globes of flame. 
And, scarce perceived, the clouds' tall banners 

streamed. 
Out of the petty wars, the daily shame, 
Beauty strove suddenly, and rose, and flowered. . . . 
I gripped my coat and plunged where awnings 

lowered. 
Made one with hissing blackness, caught, embraced 
By splendor and by cleansing and swift haste. 
Spring coming in with thunderings and strife ! . . . 
I stamped the ground in the strong joy of life. 

The Seven ArU Stephen Vincent Benet 

A CLEAR NIGHT 

I hare worn this day as a fretting, ill-made garment. 

Impatient to be rid of it. 

And lo, as I drew it off over my shoulders 

This jewel caught in my hair. 

The Yale Review Karle WUton Baker 
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SAHAAA. 

Thou brazen, glittering wanton of the vorld. 
Flinging at length ibj nude sensDous body 
Under the fnll white staring glare of the snn, 

Tbj Psramonr: 
Thou disdainest the green garment of grass or plant, 
Thoa refnscst to drink of the cool singing streams, 
Thoa parched defiant mysterious beauty, 

Sahara! 

The Poetry Journal Gerve Baronti 



MEANWHILE 

The August sun bad still two hours of sky 
When the white flag a-flutter from the house 
Signalled him in to find bis wife at watch 
At the boy's bed. He laid his calloused hand 
Ughtly on that soft face now fever flushed. 
" Much worse," she said. 

" Yes, much worse. I'll ride Jeff 
Cross-country, try to borrow a saddle horse 
At Campbell's. If the doctor is at home — 
Get there by one, to-night, and borne again 
In the morning, maybe eight, at most by, nine." 
His rough Upa touched the boy who moaned and 
stirred. 

The sweating plougb-horse changed from jolting trot 

To clumsy gallop, soon was winded, fell 

Back to a walk, gained breath and galloped on. 

At Campbell's ranch few words. They learned bis 

need. 
Saddled the pony, promised to relay 
The doctor's team in the morning. It was ride. 

197 



by Google 



When sunset came the man was galloptiig 

On gentle prairie. Soon he dropped from the ridge. 

Picking a way down canyon banks to follow 

In the chill dusk of the draw a winding mile; 

Then stiff ascent and upland track. The aky 

Afar off held its tender sunset hues. 

Slow fading. One by one the big white stars 

Budded and blossomed. Sometimes prairie owls 

Gave chuckling notes and made dim fluttering. 

The balm of cooling dews healed all the air, 

And ripening grass was fragrant, and late flowers, 

While from the wheeling stars a gentle glow 

Fell on the prairies like a luminous veil. 

The vast plain's prayer was answered utterly. 

As the dusk gathered in the little room 
The woman still could see the pillow white. 
And the child's tousled hair in outline dark 
About his face. He broke from out his sleep 
Babbling of strange wild fancies; hardly knew 
At times, his name, her kindness. Lest the dark 
Loose more disorder in his wits, she brought 
A lighted lamp and sang old ballad songs 
In a soft voice that won him ease again. 
And quiet breathings. She could bear the clock 
Lag noisily, and from the distant draws 
The shrill wail of the coyote, and close by 
The creaking misery of some cricket-thing. 
Minutes seemed hours. She would tj^ to read. 
She got her Bible, but the tears came fast. 
Try praying: surely there is help in prayer 
That the boy should recover, that her man 
Might find the doctor ready. She can see 
As in a living vision the sunshine, 
The doctor's rattling buggy racing up 
In time. 
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In time? Thus praying, a slight noise 
Led hei eyes to the door. She saw it move. 
Open, and a strange, dirty face looked in 
Bristling with thickets of wild, brnah-like beard. 
How her heart did beat I She did not rise nor 

scream, 
Bnt with a finger at her lip, said, " Hash. 
My boy ia sick, out of his head, indeed. 
And must not see you. It might make him die. 
So leave as. Maybe you are hungry. Look 
In the copboard, you will find some bread and meat. 
And cofi'ee on the store. Go, wash and eat." 
Came a low " Thank ye," and the door went shut. 
She turned to where the clock hands pointed ten. 
There would be minutes while the tramp would eat, — 
This outcast fifty miles from the grading camps 
Meant anything. She could not think nor move, 
A chill so numbed her, weakening every puUe. 
Bnt something somehow steadied all her tone 
When the door opened once more, and the voice 
Asked, " Is there only you? " 

" My husband's gone 
For the doctor, and should be here even now. 
Hush, the boy's waking. Go to the pump, and bring 
Cold water for the headcloths. Put the bucket 
Upon the table. In the shed yon will find 
Fresh hay and blankets." 

He was gone. Once more 
The sweet voice crooning low the ballad tunc 
Without a tremble or any sign of fear 
Mastered the boy's wild fancies, brought him rest 
She listened to the clock, and hours went by; 
She looked out to the stars, and hours went by ; 
At last a grayness, light grew, dawn increased, — 
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In two more hours. At nine o'clock they came 
In time and happily. 

How like a tale, 
Or a hesrt-brealdng dream the afterwards! 
But while death's presence from the noiseless dark 
Saturates all the air of some child's room 
Where the mother prays for one more breath un- 
harmed — 
Meanwhile — how measure her agony of fear? 
How ease the watching of her wide-stretched eyes? 

Edwin Ford Piper. 
The Midland, A Magamine of the Middle We»t. 

AUTUMN 

Now shorter grow November days. 
And leaden ponds begin to glaze 
With their first ice, while every night 
The hoarfrost leaves the meadows white 
Like wimples spread upon the lawn 
By maidens who are up at dawn. 
And sparkling diamonds may be seen 
Strewing the close-clipped golfing green. 
But the slow sun dispels at noon 
The season's work begun too soon. 
Bidding faint filmy mists arise 
And fold in softest draperies 
The distant woodlands, bleak and bare, 
UntU they seem to melt in air. 

See how the sun turns all to gold, 
Green tree trunks and brown garden mould. 
The waving yellow grass, and all 
Vine skeletons upon the wall. 
Sere leaves that strew the forest floor. 
The littered barnyard and the store 
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' Of sodden comstalks, stacked in rows. 
In fields where, through the stubble, shows 
Fresh verdure, gage of distaut spring. 
And of fresh harvests it will bring. 

Now, harvests o'er, bis labors done. 
The farm-boy shoulders bag and gun 
And saunters forth with slouching stride. 
His nosing setter at his side, 
To beat in turn each well-known cover 
For qnail, for woodcock, or for plover. 
And I, although no gon I bear. 
Am oft abroad in this bright air. 
For well I love the landscape thus. 
When, wrapt in bases luminous. 
It lies no longer like a maid,. 
In springtime's modest green arrayed. 
Or like a matron, in dull dress. 
Of summer's dusty leafineas. 
But like a tawny goddess lies 
In careless ease beneath the skies. 
And takes the sun's kbs on each breast — 
Twin rounded hills — that copse a nest 
Where love might linger with caresses. 
Those russet o^-lcaves crown her tresses. 
That, from their fillets loose onbonnd. 
In rippling yellow waves spread round 
Her body splentiid, shameless, bare. 
That haunts this hungry autumn air. 

William Aipenteatl Bradley. 
The Poetrjf Bevtew of America. 

THE SONS OF METANEIRA 



Darkening the open door, in thought he gazed 
On his ripe meadows, on the mountain road. 
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On the Btill trees above the sliaded veil; 
Then inward to the twilight room he turned 
Where Metaneira sat — 

" Strange that a woman 
Who fears not child-bearing, neither the pain 
Nor peril, cannot face, save panic-pale. 
The bringing up of children day by day. 
With danger courage comes, and with thine hour 
Comes on brave yearnings for this child unborn, 
But no heart comes for the safe homely years — 
Small fingers at thy bosom, growing hands 
That cling to thine, and running feet beside thee. 
And face upturned to love thee with quick smiles. 
The boy we have, what dread was thine to rear I 
Yet he takes life as one who loves to live; 
Joy is the breath of him. This other chUd 
As fair, I think, befalls, if but thy fear 
Cloud not his spirit." 

Leaning from the low couch 
She answered — 

" I feared no danger, nor shonned pain; 
I thought only of what a man may share 
With woman, the precious burden of childhood — 
Not the nine months, the birth more exquisite 
Of the young soul slowly finding the world. 

Celeus, when I brood on the frail bark 
We dare be pilot for, and blindly grope 
With clumsy guesses toward the eternal shore, 

1 think how reckless in the ejta of gods 
Human desire must seem, and human love. 
So thinking, I feel terror and loneliness; 
Then I reach out for help to thee, but thou 
Answerest as though these were but simple things, 
And life simple, and children in the world 

No care." 

" The gods who send desire," he said, 
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" Fear not to tnut as with the incsmste diesm. 

Bat art thou lonely, Metaneira — tboa 

Who wouldat not keep handmaid, nor alave nor free, 

Near, if thy child need rearing? Lonely art thou? 

Nay, jealous as the wild deer for thy young 1 

So fearful vhen the boy was bom, and now 

Thou hast sent thy woman away, even ere the birth. 

Do I not know i " 

" CeleuB," she cried, " wherefore 
Chide me for what is love} To thee the day 
Brings a plain round, things simply to be done. 
What happens, happens, and bo the dreamless rest. 
But I see what might happen, and the hours 
Come fateful with bard choices, good and ill. 
And the day's labor is, by taking thought. 
To seise the good. Therefore with all my love 
I watch the lightest breath the infant draws; 
The ill that might molest him comes on me, 
I feel the blow that falls not. What hireling 
Cares for another's child so? Bruise and tumble 
Are natural luek, they say; and the child's soul 
Takes its luck too. I have sent them all away. 
Nay, but the loneliness 1 feel is more — 
A mystery that lifts me from the world, 
A strangeness as if earth were not my home. 
And our love but a visitant from afar." 

Celeos with earnest eyes looked from the door. 
And saw Eleusis under summer skies. 
The meadows and the mountain road — the world 
Wherein he native was, and she was strange. 
Then turning toward her — 

" Thou art a wistful woman ; 
Dreams and weird thoughts are more to thee than 

breath. 
And the unsecret earth before thee, thou 
Veilest with phantoms, with imagined clouds. 
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Wherefore dost -thoa reach ever out from life 
With eyea for what cumot be seen, with hearing 
For whispers and echoes where none else hears sound i 
Oar lores, that made os one, in this alone. 
Drive our two hearts asunder. Sorrow I see, 
And mischief, fct the common fate is plain; 
Nothing waylays nor haunts us; life, in itself 
Clear, would ask but courage to be lived. 
Earth is our brother, and light over all 
Draws from our dust the destined fruit and bloom — 
Dreams, fears and hopes, rooted in what we are. 
So I have thought, and the one child we have 
Through his seven years confirms me. Hast thon 

seen 
How humanly he leanu the arts whereby 
Man and the gods within him build his world ? 
His hopes are better than the things he has. 
And what he has, helps him to reach his hopes. 
Nothing will harm him, no shadow threaten. 
Save liis own errors ; nothing this child unborn 
Will harm, if but the darkness of thy mood 
Blight not its soul. Pate is man's handiwork, 
I believe, whereon the gods look, and forgive. 
And a dark fancy prophesying ill 
Is but a true suspicion of ourselves; 
The gods, whose eyes are clear, clearly behold 
The seeds within us of our cherished doom; 
Tbey with immortal sorrow watch us all 
Thwarting the good tbey will us ; and moat they grieve 
When love like thine, exquisitely alert. 
Brings headlong on its danger, fancy-framed." 

She answered sadly — " Celeus, the boy and tboa 
Feel not the mystery that oppresses me; 
Would that I had thy nature, the sunshine. 
The faith opening like earth after fresh rain; 
But my love reaches, and I feel thy hand 
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Helping, but cannot find thy heart." 

His hand 
Reached out. 

" I would a voman were here^" he said, 
" To share thy loneliness ; I would the gods 
Would send, however humble, a comrade for thee, 
Comrade for thee, and helper for the child." 

With large ^ea she questioned him — " 
stranger? " 



All glamour, golden beauty arched with blue, 
Eleusis, vale of peace, enchanted lay — 
Meadows, and by the mountain road one house. 
Dark trees, and 'neath their shadow a clear well. 
And far away the immeasurable sea 
Faint-sounding; drank with autumn savors, earth 
Rich harvest-scent was breathing, and burnt leaves - 
When down the road a lonely wanderer came. 
An aged form, that step by step between 
Some place far back and some place far beyond 
Measured the weariness. Grey was her hair. 
Her eyes were grieving, her firm lips were proud; 
Her body, tall and stately, mantle-wrapped, 
Majestic swayed like wheat in snmmet wind. 
As slowly to the wellside she drew neat — 
There darkly paused, with folded patient hands. 
Fixed 08 a carven atone. 

Over the world 
The magic ^eam shone brighter, the low sun. 
Slanting, reached to the grass beneath the trees 
And robbed the well of shadow, save where still 
The woman stood. Suddenly from the house 
A radiant boy came running with light foot. 
Balancing on bis-shoulder a water-jar — 
Then at the shadow waiting unawares, 
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Maible>like, with bowed «nd grieving head. 
He curbed his dancing nuwd and walked sedate, 
Shamefaced before a stranger. While he drew, 
She watched in silence till the jar was full. 
Then in low tones that thrilled with pleasure-pain 
Like the delirious chill from autumn fields 
Swift after sonset — 

" Doth thy mother live, 
A rich woman, that withoat envy looks 
On strangers' children? Who of yon wide house 
Is master? " 

Brimming with joy to share, " Celeoa, 
Whose son I am, Trjptolemas," be cried. 
" Hark, dost thou hear my one brother weeping, bom 
This very day?" 

He paused for sheer delight, 
And she, kindling with sudden hope — " Wh»t woman 
Ministers to thy mother and the child? 
Where is thy father ? Run to him — bid him say 
If there be timely service I can do. 
Service that wisdom asks and practised bands; 
Tell him, brief is the shelter age desires. 
But long the recompense of pity endures." 

Eagerly on his errand sped the boy. 
Tasting a new adventure; soon he brought 
His father, walking slow, whose earnest words 
Challenged her — 

" Woman, what thing of grief art thou. 
Shadowing these waters with unbidden gloom ? 
What thing of grief and age, that dost desire 
To handle joy newborn?" 

Her quiet voice 
Like a soft rainfall sang — 

" Bitter the bread 
The stranger eats and earns not; gods nor men 
Who suffer alms are free; let me but serve. 
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Only to abide & little, to be still, 

To seek for nothiog, to buy with quiet hands 

A quiet heart " — 

" Quietness and to spare," 
Celeus broke in, " room by the hearth enough. 
And work enough; abide here, since thou wilt." 

Wben he had spoke, the boy, as if to unfold 
Kindness out of the scant and measured words. 
Reached for her hand and slowly toward the home. 
Silently to the doorway, brought ber. There 
With lifted arms of prophecy abe prayed — 
" To all this house Uie immortal gods be friends. 
And chiefly to this lad, who gave me rest. 
Master of field and meadow shall he be. 
To plow, to plant, to reap — him and his sons 
The earth obey forever ! " 

His boyhood felt 
Exquisite shadowed beauty, earth under stars; 
Her words startled like bird-notes in the dawn; 
Suddenly for her presence the house seemed smalL 



Autumn to winter, winter drew to spring. 
And comfortable became her ways, like all 
Love-service wrought by customary hands. 
Sap in the vein, soft-stirring with the year, 
And kindling at her presence, human love; 
Strange wants unrealised, hungers of heart. 
Mystical poverties of soul, she filled; 
Even as common field-flowers casually 
Borrow the sun and use the earth and sky. 
The household without reckoning dwelt with her. 

But when to autumn the year turned again 
And the old poignant beauty filled the world. 
The mother Metaneira, spirit-quick 
Felt the bome troubled with awe wonderfnL 
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Sbe pondered long these motions of vagoe fear, 
Still troubled more, till in a twilight mood - 
She broke them to ber bnsband and the boy. 
Under the spell of her strange insight rising 
Maenad-mad, — wild eyes and haunted face; 
With the intense fltime of passionate thought 
Her fragile body quivered as she spoke — 
" Who is this phantom, this weird wayfarer. 
Ye two brought in to aid me ? Know ye not 
The Shining Ones oft hide in human forms. 
And darker spirits, brooding mischief, oft 
Resemble to betray us? " 

Celens frowned; 
" She is a quiet phantom, grant her that! 
All tbat haunt as, the gods make old like her. 
So quiet and so wise t Summer and winter 
Has not her faithful toil prospered the year? ' 
What strangeness has she done ? " 

Poised among feqrs. 
Perplexed to choose, the mother hesitated. 
Then answered not his question but her own 

thoughts — 
" She loves the child, she loves, bat not as we 
Love it, not with a simple heart; secrets 
We cannot guess at, ber deep mwmer bides; 
Her service steals upon us like a spell. 
Yet something fugitive in all she does. 
Some touch of marvel, some too perfect skill. 
Makes helpless those she helps. Oft she escapes. 
As though her mood were b&mpeied by our eyes. 
And strangely broods or dreams or works alone. 
Now for two nights, with the first dusk, I saw her 
Stealthily watch me, — then the cradled babe 
She lifted to her breast and made pretense 
To soothe, though it slept sound, — then to the hall 
Yonder carried the child, and alyly drew 
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The bolts, I beard them creak, in the closed door." 

Celens, still onpcrsuaded, comforted her — 
" The skill of old hands is another youth ; 
Youth b the earliest magic, and the last 
Is practice, nothing more ; this woman's skill 
Came with her years, but sorrow makes her strange." 

Instant upon the word, as at the return 
Of half-forgotten fear, the mother cried — 
" What is this sorrow, then, that shadows her? 
A human grief with time unfolds to love. 
And tears that are not shame are shared at last, 
But all the kindness of our house melts not 
The silence from her lips ; — she may not will 
Mischief, but power she has, she pilots fate — 
Were not her words prophetic for the boy 
That named bim master of meadows and of fields. 
Whom the earth should obey ? Did not the grain 
Ripen miraculous where she bade him sow? 
Did not the grove she planted, the young trees, 
Thrive beyond hope? Weird blessings fall on us. 
Yet rather would I lose the alien gift 
Than dread the lurking debt still to be paid." 

Wandering at his mother, the yoimg boy 
Pleaded, suddenly eloquent out of love — 
" All that she taught me, of earth and sun and showers, 
Of seed and tilth and gathering of the grain. 
To others I conld teach — no weird secret. 
But simple knowledge waiting to be used. 
The things that beauty touches become strange, 
I heard ber say ; the strangeness thou dost fear. 
Is it not beauty?" 

The mother, following her dread. 
Hearing him not — "Only a little while, 
A little while ago I found her gasing 
On the bare fields as one looks on the dead. 
And from her moving lips come soft, wild words: 
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'O lovelinesa (she whispered) rapt awaj! 
Who now, thy face beholding, gathers joy? 
Ay me, the joy that from eternal love 
Up from my bosom flowing bloomed in thee ! 
The wheat, the poppy languish meadow-shom. 
The summer dies. O thou that canst not languish. 
Maiden lost. Immortal One ! ' " — 

The voice 
Of Metaneira faltered and grew faint. 
Uttering the remembered cry; but Celeus 
With deeper pity reproved her perverse mood — 

" Hast thou not heard of lost loves in the world. 
Of hearths vacant, of hopes precious but vain? 
She in her years is wounded with old sorrows; 
This babe of ours, soft-breathing an her breast, 
Brings back through tears the frail imburied ghost, 
Some girl long dead, whom grief hath made divine. 
Ah, Metaneira, that having lost no child 
Knowest not the faithful pain, the abiding grief ! " 

" And wouldst thou lose him," Metaneira cried, 
" The babe that helpless lies on her atrange heart? 
Have I not said, when the day ends she carries 
To yonder room the sleeping child away. 
Stealing with furtive glances, and with guile 
Barring the door? Now hearken! Underneath 
And over, by the hinges, through the latch. 
Sharp gleams shoot out, long blades of eerie light, 
That all but pierce the nailed and paneled wood. 
After a space the light fades, stealthily 
The latch withdraws, and with too perfect care 
She enters crooning slumbei^songa — O clear 
The triumph in ber face, the evil shining! 
And when I take the child, dim meadow-scent. 
Damp odors, flood etherial o'er my brain, 
And the child's eyes, on more than infant depths 
Brooding, grow wonderful with calm — Celeus ! 
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See DOW," she cried, " the light streama throng the 
door ! " 

Flinging her fragile body, she burst the latch. 
And frensied saw the woman holding outstretched 
The child, and waves of weird light washing it. 
Fire that from the hearth seemed not to flame. 
But like ft rolling sea filled the whole room. 
One glimpse — and Metaneira, crazed with love, 
Tore fiercely from those hands the flame-wrapped 

babe. 
Then from the earth the woman rose, a queen 
Celestial, young and fair; the glowing sea 
Ebbed from the room into her burning heart. 
As to its source, and beautiful was her wrath. 
Light-giving. And Metaneira stood aghast 



Slowly a sad, majestic voice began, 
" Blind, like all mortals ! Ye withhold the gods 
From their unfinished blessings. Enow ye me? 
Demeter; from vain walking in this world 
To find the lost Persephone, Pluto's bride. 
Hither I came, and here for a little rest, 
A little quietness to sorrow in, 
I laid my godhood by, and hid myself 
In human poverty and mortal years. 
Could ye not gueaa, such blessings as I brought 
Come only from the gods? First I bestowed 
On yonder lad the mastery of earth. 
The labors that men do b^ieath the sun 
Shall be for him no burden but sheer joy; 
He shall have knowledge of this world as it is. 
He shall love what is kindred to his fate. 
He shall know men, and he shall know his gods. 

But for this other child, this dreaming babe 
That stirred the memory of my ancient heart, 
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I would have famished immortality. 

So frail he seemed, so pitiful, so pure, 

And time so stem a teacher, and the path 

So ron^, where he must stumble, fall hy fall 

PaiDfoUy fashioning his eternal soul — 

To spore him, I desired, — to make his days 

All of such moments as the happiest meo 

Dream only at their best Here by the fire 

I washed in deathless love the mortal mind. 

And fast the god grew in bim, till your fear 

Rnined the heavenly will. Now he shall be 

Master of nothing, but dreams shall master him. 

A pilgrim of confusion shall be be; 

Two worlds alternate shall be his, but rest 

In neither; painfully shall his hand, his eye, 

On the obdurate face of things lay hold. 

The while bis dreams look on what never was; 

And for he cannot tell the twain apart, 

Madness and ecstasy shall envelope him, 

Out of the world he finds but will not see. 

Building a world he sees but cannot find. 

Yea, from his love the things he loves shall come. 

And from his fear shall come th^ things he fears. 

Nothing that is shall teach him what it is — 

Pain of this world, still knocking at the door. 

Nor grief that stabs, nor joy that comforts him; 

He shall be strange to thee, for all thy love, 

And for thy sake, for him all things be strange; 

Whate'er he loves shall whisper him farewell. 

And waft bim on the exile of bis dream — 

A human face, a shining on the sea, 

The cold moon, or the still march of stars, 

If but the inexorable beauty call, 

Eternity, rising in bim like a tide. 

Shall from their bases lift and set afloat 

The stranded accidents of time." 

SIS 



by Google 



The light died from the room, and she vaa gone. 

But Metaoeira beard, far-off, the voice 

Of Celeus, like a sound breakin|; on sleep — 

" The woman is not here. Thy fears were vain." 

The Ljfric John Ertkine 



ON A CERTAIN CRITIC 

Well, John Keats, 

I know how jou felt when j>ou swung out of the inn 

And started up Box Hill after the moon. 

Lord! How she twinkled in and out of the box 

bushes 
Where they arched over the path. 
How she peeked at you and tempted you. 
And how yon longed for the " naked itaist " of her 
You had put into yonr second canto. 
You felt her silver running all over you. 
And the shine of her flashed in your eyes, 
So that you stumbled over roots and things. 
Ah! How beautiful! How beantiful! 
Lying out on the open hill 
With her white radiance touching yoo 
Lightty, 

Flecking over you. 
" My Lady of the Moon, 
I flow out to your whiteness. 
Brightness. 

My hands cup themselves 
About your disk of pearl and fire; 
Lie upon my face. 

Bum me with the cold of your hot white flame. 
Diana, 
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High, distant Goddess, 

I kiss the needles of this furze hnsh 

Because your feet have trodden it. 

Moon! 

I am prone before you. 

Pity me, 

And drench me in loveliness. 

I have written you a poem; 

I have made a girdle for you of words; 

Like a shawl laj words will cover you. 

So that men may read of yon and not be burnt aa I 

hare been 
Sere my heart until it is a crinkled leaf, 
I bave held you in it for a moment. 
And exchanged my love with yours 
On a high hill at midnight. 
Was that your tear or mine. Bright Moon? 
It was round and full of moonlight. 
Don't go ! 

My God! Don't go! 
You escape from me, 
You slide through my hands. 
Great Immortal Goddess, 
Dearly Beloved, 
Don't leave me. 

My hands clutch at moon-beams. 
And catch each other. 
My Dear! My Dear! 
My beautiful far-shining lady! 
Oh! God! 

I am tortured with this anguish of unbearable beauty." 
Then you stumbled down the hill, John Keats. 
Perhaps you fell once or twice; 
It is a rough path. 
And you weren't thinking of that. 
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Then yon wrote 

By a wavering candle. 

And the moon frosted your window till it looked like 

a sheet of blue ice. 
And as yoa tumbled into bed, you said: 
" It's ft piece of luck I thought of coming out to Box 

HUL" 

Now comes a sprig little gentleman. 

And turns over your manuscript with his mincing 

fingers, 
And tabulates places and dates. 
He says your moon was a copy-book maxim, 
And tallcs about the spirit of solitude, 
And the salvation of genius through the social order. 
I wish you were here to damn him 
With a good, round, agreeable oath, John Keats. 
But just snap your fingers ; 
You and the moon will still love 
When he and his papers have slithered away 
In the bodies of innumerable worms. 

The Little Review Amy LoweU 



OLD YOUTH 

There's nothing very beautiful and nothing very gay 
About the rash of faces in the town by day, 
But a light tan cow in a pale green mead. 
That is very beautiful, beautiful indeed. . . . 
And the soft March wind, and the low March mist 
Are better than kisses in the dark street kissed. . . . 
The fragrance of the forest when it wakes at dawn. 
The fragrance of & trim green village lawn. 
The heating of the murmur of the rain at play — 
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These things are beaatiful, be&utifiil m day! 
And I shan't stand woitiiig for love or scorn 
When the feast is laid for a day new-bom. . . . 
Ob, better let the litUe things I loved when little 
Return when the heart finds the great things brittle; 
And better is a temple made of bark and thong 
Than a tall stone temple that ma; stand too long. 

Poetry, A Magazine of Verte Orricle Johnt 

FROM " CHILDREN OF THE SUN " 



across the heights the June winds racing, unhindered; 
whistling through the ripening grasses, in whims, 
and around the rambling wall of rounded rocks, at 

will, 
and forever rumbling in my ears; 
rushing over the summit-fields 
and somewhere away 
and away 
and away 

into the fearful space of the valley 
xnd somewhere afar 
and afar 
and afar, 
perhaps to join the winds of other summits ' — ' 



She was an old free woman, forsaken. 

She walked along the highroad, humming, looking 
below upon the Sabbath-sleepy city which glim- 
mered in the westward light of an afternoon of 
September 

and she saw that the world had collapsed 
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and she looked upon tbe rnins of the world 

and they were yellow 

and white 

and brown 

and she tamed from the highroad into a logging-road 

and began to wander 

and began to mnnnor 

and she mnrmured, in a kind of song, 

Mattering wbite-plomed seeds as she wandered -r- 

" There is peace in the woods this afternoon, dear 1 
There is peace in the woods this afternoon, my child ! 
'Tis qoleted! 
'Tis easier to die I 

Where are yon nowj dear? 
Where are yon now, my child } 
Child, I am alone I 

Child, I am wandering — alone — alone — where the 
weeds and vines are broken down and entangled 
and tamisbed! 
Child, I am weeping I 
Child, I am growing oldl 
Oh, the dead weeds rasp 
and the dead vines ratt^ 
and I love yon! 
Child, I love yoa! 
Child, I am growing oldl " 

The afternoon light was as mellow as the glimmer 
of candles arranged around the faces of the dead 

and the winds were as low of sound as the music which 
is played when we pass before corpses, and were 
spiced with the odors of death 

and she sank npon her knees ^ 

and the dead weeds rasped 
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and the dead vines rattied 
and sbe wept. 



To me, the heat was disgusting. 

It was only when I sucked the fumes of mj ciga- 
rette into mc that I was conscions ot breathing, so I 
pulled each drag to the bottom of my lunga where it 
struck with an ecstatic thud. Nothing else seemed to 
be either passing into my lungs or out of them. 

It was depressingly hot. 

For an hour or more, that noon, I lolled in the 
■haded door of the bam, smoking, sweating, gasping, 
desperate with the general depression, relieved only 
by feeling the tobacco-smoke pass into and out of my 
lungs, and I made a diversion of blowing whiffs at a 
caterpillar which clung to the tender leaves at the 
end of a long and low-banging branch of woodbine. 

Then came the little old woman from across the 
alley. She was bent and wrinkled but quick of 
step and glance. The step was firm. The glance 
was sharp. She had once been a grand dame and 
had commanded servants and her perfumery had cost 
six dollars an ounce. On this day she wore a per- 
cale dress which was greasy and which was shielded 
in front by a greasier apron. Her perfumery was 
the sweat of a laboring body. While passing the gar- 
den she picked a green string-bean from the vines and 
began to chew it. She saw me. Uttering a little 
squeak of delight, she came and sat near me, on a 
pile of old boards. 

"Aint this a hell of a day? " she mumbled, munch- 
ing the bean. 

" Certainly is," I said, turning my head to blow 
the smoke away from her. 

She watched the smoke vanish. 
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"Blow your cussed old smoke this ■way!" she 
commanded, mumbling, munching the bean. " Yoa 
know very well how I like it. I haven't smoked since 
the time — " and the poppies caught ber eye. 

So, after that, I blew the smoke her way 
and she munched the bean and said no more for a while 
but sniffed the smoke 
and trotted one foot 
and gased at the poppies. 

Soon, I arose 

and gathered some poppies — 
nine scarlet poppies — 
and gave them to her 
and blew a whiff in her face 

and she laughed and went home to warm over some 
soup. 



What can be said? 

What can be said 

when the pericarps of the wayside rose 

torn crimson, with leaves at the forest-edge? 

when all of the leaves of the countryside 

are coarse and their greens are dulled by dust? 

when the seeds of the meadow-grasses are dried 

and are bowed and hiss with the nervous winds? 

when, at the last, comes the goldenrod — 

bead-dress of Auttmm's steed whose gaudy capari- 
son is gemmed with the fruits of things and the 
last low-trailing fringes of which drag, frayed, in 
the cold, gray mires 

of what is dead — 

when the shrunken river has broadened the marsh? 

when the water-snakes bask long in the sun? 

What can be said? 

The Seven Artt Wallace Gould 
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FLYING-FISH: AN ODE 

Low lies Benoodft an our starboard bow. 

The morning's hoe is mist; like a pearl's. 

As li^tly through the severing swells we ploa^, 

To right and left the widening foam-wedge curls. 

I stand and watch alone: 

No slanting sail, no black and stalwart hull. 

Not even one stray gull 

To fleck the languid ocean's monotone ; 

Nothing but sky and sea 

And, vague with mystery. 

Yon distant island, fairy-like, unknown. 

But what is that? Scarce fifty yards away 

A flock of birds where bird before was none. 

Skimming across the smooth unlustrous gray 

On wings that glint so oddly in the sun ! 

No sooner seen than lost. 

Melted like scudding snow-flakes as they touch 

The surface, not so much 

As one black bobbing head of all that host 

Yet see ! once more they rise 

And, like strange dragonflies. 

Along our bow-flung breakers deftly coast. 

I know you now, ye birds that may not soar. 
Ye flashers in two elements. Your fli^t 
So low, so little veering, and the four 
Short filmy wings that, quivering, catch the Ught, — 
These told me what you were. 
Audacious truants from your parent sea. 
Half-fabulous are ye 
Oh flying-fish, oh sylph-like beings rare. 
That, heedless quite of earth. 
Spring toward a nobler berth 
From the dim waters to the radiant air I 
220 



by Google 



How miut it be to swim among your kind, 

DnU with the cold and dreary with the dark, 

EDcIosed above, beneath, before, behind 

In green uncertainty, from which a shark 

At any time may dash 

And doom yon like some hage demonic fate 

With lost insatiate? — 

His fins and tail the swirling waters lash. 

What use to dart aside? 

Those great j aws, grinning wide. 

Will dose your frolic as the long teeth clash. 

But have I then forgot? The bonds that bold 

The others of your race are loosed for you. 

For you alone. The silver dolphin bold 

Curves like a spray-haired comet from the blue, 

But may not poise or flit 

As yoo do — . What if but a minute's space? 

Hardly a longer grace 

Has poet, saint or lover. Nor a whit 

Less sure to sink are we ; 

Our wings of ecstasy 

No loftier, no longer joy permit. 

Yet joy it is! to scorn the dread of death. 

To dwell for shining moments in the sun 

Of Beauty and sweet Love, to drink one breath 

Of a diviner element — though but one; 

To reach a higher state 

Of being, to explore a new domain; 

To leap, and leap again. 

Unheeding the dark Presence that doth wait 

And follow till we fall: 

For — fishes, men and all — 

The grim old Shark will have ns, soon or late. 
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Then tell me, comrades, doea your little flight 

Thrill with the foretaste of a life to be? 

Is your ethereal revel in the li^t 

The promise of some fair eternity; 

Where you may roam at will. 

Safe from the terror of the world you knew. 

On wings of rainbow hue ? — 

How vain to qnestiou! I may ask my fill. 

One life is all you wish; 

Yon fly, and are but fish; 

Your gift, a trick of blind instinctive skill. 

And I who ask, — have I a certain sign 

That these poor flights (which seemingly exalt 

My soul into an element more fine) 

Prove me immortal? Reason stops, at fault. 

But still by hope I'm led; 

And I'll but hope the more, if hope be all. 

Nor shall e'en Death appall 1 

I start and look: the flying-fiah have fled; 

Have got them to their kind, 

Or tamely dropped behind. 

The ship drives on; Bermuda looms ahead. 

The Poetry Journal Charles Wharton Stork 



THE ASYLUM 

I love my asylum, 
My home in the skies. 
Splashed with splendid color, 
Drenched in dazzling dyes: 
Clouds and winds and oceans. 
Blue above — below. 
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I lore 107 oaylum. . . . 
Bat the other itmutea? Not 

All in our asyluin 
Are mad aa can be. 
I stick my tongue at them. 
The; stidc their tongues at me. 
And purple authorities 
And gilded bloody gods 
All rule in our asylum 
With black whips and rods. 

And men cry " Alleluia " 
To hop-toads with wings; 
And women love poodles ; 
And all love breaking things, 
Love swearing and peering, 
Love reptiles and lice. . . . 
Yes, in my asylum 
It isn't very nice ! 

But sometimes the windows 
Are burst by magic dawns, 
And then we see far vistas 
Of star-embroidered lawns 
Where rational angels 
Are laughing like fun. 
But, of coarse, in onr asylum 
It amply un't done! 

So one wears a crown. 

One piles his gold in rows. 

One balances a feather 

On the end of his nose. 

One's a sword-swallower. 

One mumbles " One-ttvo-three" 

as 
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And all in our asylum 
Are unhappy ai can be. 

For, yon see, the whole trouble 
(Though we're absolntely mad!) 
Is, we fear a strange sensation 
We have someUmes had. 
So sometimes we huddle close 
And clutch at heart and brain. 
For I'll tell yon what's the trouble: 
We're afraid of going — tane! 

Reedg't Mirror WiUiam Roie Btnit 



ARKAIGNMENT 

What wage, what guerdon. Life, asked I of you? 

Brooches; old houses; yellow trees in fall; 

A gust of daffodils by a gray wall; 
Books; small lads' laughter; song at drip of dew? 
Or said I, " Make me April. I would go, 

Night-long> day-long, down the gay little grass, 

And therein see myself as in a ^ass ; 
There is none other weather I would know? " 
Content was I to live like any flower. 

Sweetly and humbly; dream each season round 
The blossomy things that serve a girl for bread. 
Inviolate against the bitter hour. 

Yon poured my dreams like water on the ground: 
I think it would be best if I were dead. 

The Sonnet Lixette JVoodworth Beeae 
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TO A LOGICUN 

Cold Bum, in whom no animating ra^ 

Warms the chill substftnce of the sculptor's clay; 

Grim Reasoner, with problems in jour eyes. 

Professor, Sage — however do they call yon ? 

Far-seeing Blindman, fame shall yet befall you; 

Carve you in stone — that Winter of the wise! — 

And set you up in some pale portico 

To frown on heaven above, on earth below. 

I shall make songs, and give them to the breeze. 

And die amid a thousand ecstasies ! 

I shall be dust, and feel the joyous sting 

Of that sweet arrow from the bow of Time 

Which men call Spring. 

And out of my dead mouth a rose shall come like 

rhyme! 
But you, in your eternal state of snows. 
Shall thrill no more to life's resurgent flood. 
Nor cast death's laughter into April's rose ! 
Yon shall be marble, who were never blood. 

Harper'a Magazine Dana Bunut 

AGE INVADING 

I shall not run upstairs again, 
And oh, the foolish grief I feel! 

I must go carefully, or pain 
Will throat me through with its bright steel. 

I never thought that I should care 
When the first shadow fell on me. 

I planned lace caps for my white hair. 
And hoped to grow old gracefully. 

as 
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I thongbt that when Age came I'd stand 
(If Age should really come at all!) 

And greet him with extended hand 
As my last partner at a ball. 

Bat DOW, when yon with easy grace 
Ron up ahead or wait for roe. 

Such bitterness is in my face 

I turn my head lest you shaald see. 



THE GLASS OF TIME 

I know a lake high up among the hills — 
A pure tranquillity where shadows rest, 
Accepting to its acquiescent breast 
The silver-tbroated rills. 

A solitary killdee, running fleet, 

(The one nnqaiet thing that meets the sight) 
Slips like a bead along the thread of light 
Where land and water meet 

Silent around the forest ramparts press, 
Walling with emerald its quietude. 
Ere Evening and her mystery o'erbrood 
That hush and holiness. 

There secretly the large-eyed stag is found. 
And there at dawn t|j,e stealing mist that find* 
Upon its arras the delaying winds. 
Too ghostly for a sound. 

Lncid, serene, untroubled by a wind, 

The noonday crystal slumbers, cool and deep. 
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Calm u the featares of a nun asleep. 
Whom not a dream shall find. 

Elusively, a sense of things nnheard 
Awakes, and Is forgotten as it dies. 
The afternoon is great with peace. Then cries. 
Far off, and once, a bird. 

The slow'wingcd clouds pass in nnhastening flight 
To some far haven of Hesperian ease, 
Paving that court of chill translucencies 
With alabaster light 

Therein, as in her sky, the moon shall melt. 
The stars find sanctuary for a space. 
Till morning, uncompassionate, efi^ace 
The palace where they dwelt. 

There if one come, he fills that placid glass 
With azure glory of the mirrored sky. 
Fading, the vision and the glory die 
With him whose footsteps pass . . . 

Lake of the spirit, even so shall cease 
(A pale mirage in heavens deep and far) 
The face of Beauty, passing like a star 
From peace to vaster peace. 

Vke Bellman George Sterling 

THE RIVER 

Down to the Stilldeep River 

How many pathways run! 
By each, from field and city 

Come over, one by one, 
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Soldiers and priests and workmen^ 
Mothers and maids and wives. 

Governors, thieves, and paupers. 
To cool their burning lives; 

Foreigners, black men, white men. 

Christian and heathen come. 
Some in their robes of office, 

Some in their shame ; and some. 
Rising from anguished pillows. 

Hither in darkness first 
Stumble a brierf pathway 

To quench that ardent thirst. 

And some would check the River 

From running on so fleet. 
For fear the wider water 

Will prove no longer sweet. 
Some dream their vessel only 

Can catch the sparkle fine: 
" My cup bears wholesome water, 

Bnt yours is filled with brine." 

Some plunge into the current; 

Some lean and taste from land; 
Some dip a silver goblet. 

And some a blood-stained hand; 
Some dwell beside the River; 

Some far and seldom come; 
Some only thirst when wounded. 

And bnt when dying, some. 

Bnt others, seeking inland 
For folk with bruise or scar. 

Look where the loud and shameless, 
The dumb and hopeless, are ; 
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And these they coax and comrade. 
And cheer them to the brink. 

So was I once befriended. 
Who now fuU g^dl; drink. 

And divers great explorers 

Have sought to trace its rills. 
But none knows where it rises. 

Save only in the hills ; 
And many charts and soundings 

Have mapped its courses free. 
But none knows where it empties. 

Save only in the sea. 

Evergbodj/'a Magaaine Sarah N. Cleghor* 



ADELAffiE CRAPSEY 

Among the bumble-bees in red-top hay, a freckled 
field of brown-eyed Susans dripping yellow 
leaves in July, 
I read yoni heart in a book. 

And your month of bine pansy — I know somewhere 
I have seen it rain-shattered. 

And I have seen a woman with her head flung between 
her naked knees, and her bead held there lis- 
tening to the sea, the great naked sea shoulder- 
ing a load of salt 

And the bine pansy month sang to the sea: 
Mother of God, I'm to little a thing. 
Let me ting longer, 
Onl}i a littie longer. 
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And the sea shouldered its salt in long gray combers 
hauling new shapes on the beach sand. 

Poetry, A Magasine of Vene Carl Sandburg 



THE LOOM 

My brother, the god, and I grow sick 

Of heaven's heights. 

We plunge to the valley to hear the tick 

Of days and nights. 

We walk and loiter around the Loom 

To see, if we may. 

The Hand that smashes the beam in the gloom 

To the shuttle's play; 

Who grows the wool, who cards and spins. 

Who clips and tics ; 

For the storied weave of the Gobelins, 

Who draughts and dyes. 

But whether you stand or walk around 

You shall but hear 

A murmuring life, as it were, the sound 

Of bees or a sphere. 

No Hand is seen, but still you may feel 

A pulse in the thread, 

And thought in every lever and wheel 

Where the shuttle sped. 

Dripping the colors, as crashed and urged — 

Is it cochineal? — 

Shot from the shuttle, woven and merged 

A tale to reveal. 

Woven and wound in a bolt and dried 

As it were a plan. 
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Closer I looked at the tbreul and cried 
The thread is man! 

Then my broUier cnrious, strong and bold. 

Tugged hard at the bolt 

Of the woven life; for a length unrolled 

The crTptic cloth. 

He gasped for labor, blind for the monlt 

Of the np-winged moth. 

While I saw a growth and a mad crusade 

That the Loom had made; 

Land and water and living things. 

Till I grew afraid 

For months and claws and devil wings. 

And fangs and stings, 

And tiger faces with eyes of hell 

In caves and holea. 

And eyes in terror and terrible 

For awakened souls. 

I stood above- my brother, the god 

Unwinding the roll. 

And a tale came forth of the woven slain 

Sequent and whole. 

Of flint and bronze, trowel and hod. 

The wheel and the plane. 

The carven stone and the graven clod 

Painted and baked. 

And cromlechs, proving the human heart 

Has always ached; 

Till it puffed with blood and gave to art 

The dream of the dome; 

Till it broke and the blood shot up like fire 

In tower and spire. 

And here was the Persian, Jew and Goth 
In the weave of the cloth; 
2S1 
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Greek utd Romut, Ghibbeline, Gaelpli, 

Angel and elf. 

They were dyed in blood, tangled in dreanu 

Like a comet's streams. 

And here were surfaces red and rong^ 

In the finished stuff. 

Where the knotted thread was proud and rebelled 

As the shuttle proved 

The fated warp and woof that held 

When the shuttle moved; 

And pressed the dye which ran to loss 

In a deep maroon 

Around an altar, oracle, cross 

Or a crescent moon. 

Around a face, a thought, a star 

In a riot of war. 

Then I said to my brother, the god, let be. 

Though the thread be crushed. 

And the living things in the tapestry 

Be woven and hushed ; 

The Loom has a tale, you can see, to tell. 

And a tale baa told. 

I love this Gobelin epical 

Of scarlet and gold. 

If the heart of a god may look in pride 

At the wondrous weave 

It is something better to Hands which guide ^ 

I see and believe. 

Beedg't Mirror Edgar Lee Mattert 



THE SECRET 

They drew the blinds down, and the house was old 
With shadows, and so cold, 
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Filled up with shuddery silence like held breaUi. 

And when I grew quite bold 

And asked them why, they said that this was death. 

They walked tiptoe about the house that day 

And turned their heads away • 

Each time I passed. I sat dowu in surprise 

And quite forgot to play, 

Seeing them pass with wonder in their eyes. 

My mother came into my room that night 

Holding a shaded light 

Above my face till she was sure I slept; 

But I lay still with fright, 

Hearing her breath, and knowing that she wept. 

And afterward, with not a one to see, 

I got np quietly 

And tried each step I made with my bare feet 

Until it seemed to me 

That all the air grew sorrowful and sweet. 

So without breathing I went down the stair. 

In the light chilly air. 

Into the parlor, where the perfumes led. 

I lit my candle there 

And held it a long time above my head. 

There was an oblong box, and at its base 

Grew lilies in a vase 

As white as they. I thought them very tall 

In such a listening place. 

And they threw fearful shadows on the walL 

I tiptoed to the box, then, silently. 
To look what death could be; 
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And then I smiled, for it was father who 

Was sleeping quietly. 

He dreamed, I think, for he was smiling, too. 

And all at once I knew death is a thing 

That stoops down, whispering 

A dear, forgotten secret in yoat ear 

Such as the winds can sing. 

And then you sleep and dream and have no fear. 

Perhaps the winds have told the dream to flowers 

On nights of lonely hours; 

Perhaps we, too, could learn if we could seek 

The wind in his watch-towers; 

Perhaps the lilies knew, but could not speak. 

The Century Magaxine Frederick Paiut 



TO ONE IN HEAVEN 

After yon died, a few stray letters came. 
Bearing your name. 
A friend across the sea 
Wrote with the old light laughter; tenderly 
She wished that you were with her, never knowing 
That now for you the winds of heaven were blowing; 
That yon were faring to a distant bourne, 
Whence your white feet would Devermore return. 

And then there came. 

Like little bundles of flame. 

Bright-colored ribbons — red, and yellow, and bine. 

Samples fiom some gay shop, dainty as you. 

A bit of lace, a bit of gossamer, 

A rainbow sheaf, like dreams that never were. 

2» 



by Google 



And when I saw them, tbrouj^ my blinding tears, 
I thought of your bright years. 
Your love of all thia fihny green and gold — 
And your brief story told. 

I hope the angels give you your desire, 

O little heart of fire — 

Give yon the fairy garments that you crave 

Even beyond tbe grave! 

You would not be quite happy in your new place 

Without your golden lace, 

Without those little, trivial, tender things 

Tbe looms wove out of dim imaginings. 

For yon loved feathery textures, airy spinnings, 

Like cobwebs from the world's remote beginnings; 

Soft stuffs as fleecy as the clouds above, 

That grew more lovely for your lovely love. 

Who knows but now your wings may be of fleece. 
Your robe of some fine fabric made of these: 
Rainbows and star-dust and a lost moonbeam. 
And a white thought from Lady Mary's dream 
Of that first moment when she knew that One 
Would live through ber. ... Is this your garment, 

spun 
From rapture at tbe living loom of heaven? 
O little angel-maid, God's gifts are freely given ! 

Oood Homekeeping Charlti Hanion Tawnt 

YELLOW CLOVER 

Must I, who walk alone, 

Come on it still, 

This Puck of plants 

Tbe wise would do away with, 
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The annshine sUmts 

To pUy with. 

Our wee, gold-duaty flower, the yellow clover. 

Which once in parting for b time 

That then seemed long, 

Ere time for you was ^rer^ 

We sealed our own? 

Do yon remember yet, 

O Soul beyond the stars. 

Beyond the uttermost dim bars 

Of apace. 

Dear Soul, who found earth sweet. 

Remember by love's grace. 

In dreamy hnsiies of the heavenly song, 

How suddenly we halted in our climb. 

Lingering, reluctant, up that farthest hill. 

Stooped for the blossoms closest to our feet. 

And gave them as a token 

Each to each. 

In lien of speech, 

la lieu of words too grievous to be spoken. 

Those little, gypsy, wondering blossoms wet 

With a strange dew of tears? 

So It began. 

This vagabond, unvalued yellow clover. 

To be our tenderest language. All the years 

It lent a new zest to the summer hours. 

As each of us went scheming to surprise 

The other with our homely, laureate flowers, 

Sonnets and odes 

Fringing our daily roads. 

Can amaranth and asphodel 

Bring merrier laughter to your eyes? 

Oh, if the Blest, in their serene abodes. 

Keep any wistful consciousness of earth, 
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Not grandenn, but the childish wsya of love. 

Simplicities of mirth, 

Must follow them above 

With touches of vag:ue homesickDcss that pass 

Like ahadowa of swift birds across the grass. 

Beneath some foreign arch of sky, 

How many a time the rover, 

You or I, 

For life oft sundered look from look, 

And voice from voice, the transient dearth 

Schooling mj sool to brook 

This distance that no messages may span. 

Would chance 

Upon oar wilding by « lonely weU, 

Or drowsy watermiU, 

Or swaying to the chime of convent bell, 

Or where the nightingales of old romance 

With tragical contraltos fill 

Dim solitudes of infinite desire; 

And once I joyed to meet 

Our peasant ^dabout 

A trespasser on trim, seigniorial seat. 

Twinkling a saucy eye 

As potentates paced by. 

Our golden cord! our soft, pursuing flame 

From friendship's altar fire! 

How proudly we would pluck and tame 

The dimpling clusters, mutinously gay I 

How swiftly they were sent 

Far, far away 

On joaneys wide. 

By sea and continent. 

Green miles and blue leagues over, 

From each of us to each, 

That BO our hearts might reach 
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And touch within the yellow clover, 
Love's letter to be glad about 
Like sunshine when it came! 

My sorrow asks no healing; it is lore; 

Let love then make me brave 

To bear the keen hurts of 

This careless summertidc, 

Ay, of OUT own poor flower, 

Changed with our fatal hour. 

For all its sunshine vanished when you died; 

Only white clover blossoms on your grave. 

Katherine Lee Batei 
The Poetry Beviexe of America 



Dead — even he. They told me, and that day 
Somehow my dreams went wailing, lost in space, 
Finding the beggared earth a homeless place. 

When, as death's violence to that vital clay 

Slipped from my heart (as, heaven be thanked, it 
may), 
I saw his passing had bat served to trace 
A subtler line in life's mysterious face; 

He is more friendly since he went away. 

Grief is the treasnre of bis own: but I 

Who only touched his garment's hem, draw near 
And find in him increasingly my part — 

Fall into step, bespeak his company ! 

Living, the nearest claim them: but the dear 
Great dead belong to any humble heart. 

The Sonnet Karle Wilton Baker 
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Here lies a lady 

Who smothered before she died — 

Crashing every impulse of her soul 

For prudence sake. 

Only her body lived 

To be buried. 



Sacred to the memory 

Of a genius who lied 

From necessity, from pleasure, and from habit. 

If this be his soul, this sturdy shades 

Perverse but virile even in death, 

He vill deny it 



Here sleeps 
Earth's hungry child. 



Beautiful lady, 

Even death is your courtly lover. 
Bearing you in his arms to infini^ 
With tenderness. 



Here lies a man 

Who wasted in a hundred places 

A bit of his soul. 

Yet even now it has a certain life, 

Lilce the vague sighing 

Of a multitude of insects 

Dancing in the twilight 
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Her spirit, a ahining blade 
Piercing her breast. 
Pierced eveo the veil of death. 
And we who knew her know 
It never can lie sheathed 
In eternal mist. 



A man lies here 

Who took sport seriously. 

Forgetting life. 

His soul, like a lost ball, 

Lies happy as a field moasej 

Or a cricket. 

Id the long grass. 



Here lies one 

Whose glowing faith. 

Shouting hosannas through the daric, 

Shall see its God 

Even as the sprouting grain 

The sun. 

Marjorie Alien Seiffert 
Poetry, A Magaaine of Vene 
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THE BRONCHO THAT WOULD NOT BE 
BROKEN OF DANCING 

A little colt-broncho, loaned to the farm 
To be broken in time without fur; or harm. 
Yet black crows flew paat you, sbootiug alarm. 
Calling " Beware," with lugubrious singing. 
Bat tbe butterflies there in the bush were romancing, 
The smell of the grass caught your soul in a trance. 
So why be a-fearing the spurs and the traces. 
Oh, Broncho that would not be broken of dancing? 

You were bom with tbe pride of the lords great and 
olden 

Who danced, through the ages, in corridors golden. 

In all the wide farm-place the person most human. 

You spoke out so plainly with squealing and caper- 
ing. 

With whinnying, snorting, contorting and prancing. 

As you dodged your pursuers, looking askance. 

With Greek-footed figures and Parthenon paces; 

Oh, Broncho that would not be broken of dancing. 

The grasshoppers cheered. " Keep whirling," they 
said. 

The insolent sparrows called from the shed 

"If men will not laugh, make them wish they were 
dead." 

But arch were }rour thoughts, all malice displacing. 

Though the horse-killers came, with snake-whips ad- 
vancing, 

You bantered and cantered away your last chance. 

And they scourged you, with Hell in their speech and 
their faces, 

Oh, Broncho that would not be broken of dancing. 
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" Nobody cares for yon " rattled the crows, 

As you dragged the whole reaper, next day, down 

the rows. 
The three mules held back, yet you danced on your 

toes. 
Ton pulled like ■ racer, and kept the mulea chasing, 
Ton tangled the harness, with bright eyes side- 
glancing. 
While the drunk driver bled yoa, a pole for a lance. 
And the giant mules bit at you, keeping their places, 
Oh, Broncho that would not be broken of dancing. 

In that last afternoon, your boyish heart broke. 

The hot wind came down, tike a sledge-hammer stroke. 

The blood-sucking flies to a rare feast awoke. 

And they searched out your wouDds, your death-war- 
rant tracing; 

And the merciful men, their religion enhancing. 

Stopped the red reaper, to give you a chance. 

Then you died on the prairie, and scorned all dis- 
graces. 

Oh, Broncho that would not be broken of dancing. 

The Seven Artt Vaekel Lindtay 

IN TALL GRASS 

Bees and a honeycomb in the dried head of a horse in 
a pasture comer — a skull in the tall grass and 
a buzz and a buzz of the yellow honey-hunters. 

And I ask no better a winding sheet 
over the earth and under the sun. 

Let the bees go honey-hnnting with yellow blur of 
wings in the dome of my head, in the rumbling, 
g arch of my skull. 
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Jjtt there be winga and yellow dust and the drone of 
dreams of honey — who loses and remembers? — 
who keeps and forgets? 

In a blue sheen of moon over the bones and under the 
hanging honeycomb the bees come home and the 
bees sleep. 
Poetry, A Magasine of Vent ■ Carl Sandburg 

EPITAPH 

Here lies the flesh that tried 
To follow the spirit's leading; 

Fallen at last, it died. 

Broken, broEsed and bleeding, 

Bamed by the high fires 

Of the spirit's desires. 

It had no dream to sing 

Of ultimate liberty; 
Fashioned for suffering, 

To endure transiently, 
And conscious that it must 
Return as dust to dust. 

It blossomed a brief hour, 

Was rosy, warm and strong; 

It went like a wilted flower. 
It ended like a song, 

Some one closed a door — 

And it was seen no more. 

The grass is very kind ; 

(It knows so many dead!) 
Those whom it covers find 

Their wild hearts comforted; 
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Tbeii poises need not meet 
The spirit's speed and heat 

Here lies the flesh that held 

The spirit prisoner — 
A caged thing that rebelled, 

Forced to snbminister; 
Broken it had to be; 
To set its captive free. 

It is very glad to rest, 

It calls to roots and rain. 
Safe in its mother's breast, 

Ready to bloom again. 
After a day and an hour 
'Twill greet the sun a flower. 

The New York Timet Louue DritcoU 



COOL TOMBS 

When Abraham Lincoln was shoveled into the tombs 
he forgot the copperheads and the assassin . . , 
in the dust, in the cool tombs. 

And Ulysses Grant lost all thought of con men and 
Wall Street, cash and collateral turned ashes . . . 
in the dust, in the cool tombs. 

Pocahontas' body, lovely as a poplar, sweet as a red 
haw in November or a paw-paw in May, did she 
wonder, does she remember? ... in the dust, 
in the cool tombs? 

Take any streetful of people buying clothes and gro- 
ceries, cheering a hero or throwing confetti and 
blowing tin horns . . . tell me if the lovers ore 
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losers . . . tell me if aii7 get more th&n loveza 
... in the dust . . . in tbe cool tombs. 

The Crafttman Carl Sandburg 



SLEEP 

Where do I go 

Down roads of sleep, 

Behind the blae-brimmed day ? 

No more I know her silvered sweep 

Nor colors clear nor gray. 

Nor women's ways 

Nor those of men. 

Nor blame, nor praise. 

Where am I, then? 

Oh, fragrantly 

The airs of earth arise 

In waking hours of li^t. 

While ragrantly 

Sea symphonies 

Of changing sound surprise ; 

Till for a space one goes 

Beyond the salt and snows 

And searching tides along the wide-stretched beach. 

Beyond the last, faint reach 

Of odor, sigbt and sound, far forth — far forth — 

Where neitber South nor North 

Points down the roads unguessed. 

Where East is not, nor West: 

At night down roads of sleep. 

Of dreamless sleep. 

Fast all the compassed ways the reason tells, 

To unknown citadels. 
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Just as one turns, and whOe day's dnsk-breatbed blue 

And music, many-dappled, merge in fli^t, 

Half in a dream, one finds a tale is ttoe 

That down one's memory sings, still and lig^t 

Just as the spirit tarns, 

Half -dreaming one discerns 

Deeply the tale is true 

That long ago one knew: 

Of hov a mermaid loved a mortal knight; 

And how, unless she died, she still must change. 

And leave his human ways, and go alone 

At intervals, where seas unfathomed range 

Through coral groves aroond the ocean's throne. 

Where cool-armed mermaids dive through crystal 

hours. 
And braid their streaming hair with pearls, and sing 
Among the green and clear-lit water flowers. 
The sea-changed splendors of their ocean king. 

Like hers our ways on earth. 
Who, from our day of birth, 
Would die, unless we slept — 
Must die, unless for hours. 
Beyond our senses' powers, 
Down soundless space we leapt. 

Beyond the deepest roll 
Of pain's and rapture's sweep, 
Where goes the hnman soul 
That vanishes in sleep? 

Down dreamless paths unguessed, beyond the senses' 

powers. 
Beyond the breath of fragrance, sound and light — 
As once through crystal unremembered hours 
The mermaid dived who loved a mortal knight : 
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Far forth — far forth — 

Beyond the South or North, 

Fast all the compassed ways the day has shown. 

To live divine and deep at night down roads of sleep, 

in citadels unknown. 

Poetry, A Magazine of Verte EdUh Wgatt 

THE WINTER SCENE 



The rutted roada are all like iron; skies 
Are keen and brilliant; only the oak-leaves ding 
In the bare woods, or hardy bitter-sweet; 
Drivers have put their sheepskin jackets on; 
And all the ponds are sealed with sheeted ice 
That rings with stroke of skate and hockey-stick. 
Or in the twUight cracks with running whoop. 
Bring in the logs of oak and hickory, 
And make an ample blaze on the wide hearth. 
Now is the time, with winter o'er the world. 
For books and friends and yellow candle-light. 
And timeless lingering by the settling fire, 
While all the shuddering stars are keen and cold. 



Out of the sUent portal of the hours, 

When frosts are come and all the hosts put on 

Their burnished gear to march across the nigjtt 

And o'er a darkened earth in splendor shine, 

Slowly above the world Orion wheels 

His glittering square, while on the shadowy hill 

And throbbing like a sea-light through the dusk, 

Great Sirins rises in his flashing blue. 

Lord of the winter night, august and pore, 
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Betuming year on year untonched by tim^ 
To kindle faith with thy immortal fire. 
There are no horts that beauty cannot ease. 
No ills that love cannot at last repair, 
In the conrageoos progress of the sonL 



Basset and white and gray is the oak wood 

In the great snow. Still from the North it comes, 

Whispering, settling, sifting through the trees, 

O'erloading branch and twig. The road is lost. 

Clearing and meadow, stream and ice-bonnd pond 

Are made once more a trackless wilderness 

In the white hush where not a creature stirs; 

And the pale sun is blotted from the sky. 

In that strange twilight the lone traveller halts 

To listen while the stealthy snowflakes fall. 

And then far off toward the Stamford shore. 

Where througb the storm the coastwise liners go, 

Faint and recurrent on the muffled air, 

A foghorn booming through the smother, — hark I 



When the day changed and the mad wind died down. 
The powdery drifts that all day long had blown 
Across the meadows and the open fields. 
Or whirled like diamond-dust in the bright sun. 
Settled to rest, and for a tranquil hour 
The lengthening bluish shadows on the snow 
Stole down the orchard slope, and a rose light 
Flooded the earth with glory and with peace. 
Then in the west behind the cedars black 
The sinking sun made red the winter dusk 
With sullen flare along the snowy ridge- 
Like a rare masterpiece by Hokusai, 
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Where on a backgicnuid gra^, vitfa flaming breath 
The crimson dragon dies in dusk; gold. 



TO-MORROW IS MY BIRTHDAY 

Well then, another drink. Ben Jonson knows. 
So do yon, Michael Drayton, that to-morrow 
I reach my fifty-second year. Bnt hark ye. 
To-morrow lacks two days of being a month — 
Here is a secret — since I made my will. 

Heigh ho! that's done too! I wonder why I did it? 
That I should make a will ! Yet it may be 
That then and jump at this most crescent hour 
Heaven inspired the deed. 

As a mad younker 
I knew an aged man in Warwickshire 
Who used to say, " Ah, mercy me," for sadness 
Of change, or passing time, or secret thoughts. 
If it was spring he sighed it, if 'twas fall, 
With drifting lesTCS, he looked upon the rain 
And with a doleful suspiration kept 
This habit of his grief. And on a time 
As he stood looking at the flying clouds, 
I loitering near, expectant, heard him say it, 
Inqoired, " Why do yon say ' Ah, mercy me,' 
Now that it's April? " So he hobbled ofi" 
And left me empty there. 

Now here am I ! 
Oh, it is strange to find myself this age, 
And rustling like a peascod, though unshelled. 
And, like this aged man of Warwickshire, 
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Slaved by a mood irhicb mast have breatb — 

"Tra-la!" 
Tbat'a what I aay instead of " Ah, mercy me." 
For look yon, Ben, I catch myself with " Tra-la " 
The moment I break sleep to see the day. 
At work, alone, vexed, laughing, mad or glad 
I say, " Tra-la," unknowing. Oft at table 
I say, " Tra-la." And 'tother day, poor Anne 
Looked long at me and said, " Yon say, ' Tra-la ' 
Sometimes when yon're asleep; why do you Boi " 
Then I bethonght me of that aged man 
Who used to say, " Ah mercy me," bat answered, 
"Perhaps I am so happy when awake 
The song crops out in slumber — who can say i " 
And Anne arose, began to keel the pot. 
But was she answered, Ben? 'Who knows a woman? 

To-morrow is my birthday. If I die. 
Slip out of this with Bacchus for a guide. 
What soul would interdict the poppied way? 
Heroes may look the Monster down, a child 
Can wilt a lion, who is cowed to see 
Such bland unreckoning of his strength — but I, 
Having so greatly lived, would sink away 
Unknowing my departure. I have died 
A thousand times, and with a valiant soul 
Have drunk the cup, but why ? In such a death 
To-morrow shines and there's a place to lean, 
But in this death that has no bottom to it. 
No bank beyond, no place to step, the soul 
Grows sick, and like a falling dream we shrink 
From that inane which gulfs ua, without place 
For us to stand and see it. 

Yet, dear Ben, 
This thing must be ; that's what we live to know 
Out of long dreaming, saying that we know it. 
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As 7esfy heroes in their braggant teetu 
Spont learnedly of war, who never saw 
A cannon aimed. You drink too much to-day, 
Or get a scratch while turning Lucy's stile. 
And like a beast you sicken. Like a beast 
They cart you off. What matter if your tbon^t 
Ontaoared the PtuEmz? Like a beast you roL 
Metbinks that scmiething wants our flesh, as we 
Hunger for flesh of beasts. But still tty-morrow. 
To-morrow and to-morrow and to-morrow 
Creeps in this petty pace — O, Michael Drayton, 
Some end must be. But 'twixt the fear of ceasing 
And weariness of going on we lie 
Upon these tboms ! 

These several springs 1 find 
No new birth in the Spring. And yet in London 
I used to cry, " O, would I were in Stratford; 
It's April and the larks are singing now. 
The flags are green along the Avon river; 
O, would I were a rambler in the fields. 
This poor machine is racing to its wreck. 
This grist of thought is endless, this old sorrow 
Sprouts, winds and crawls in London's darkness. 

Come 
Back to your landscape ! Peradventure waits 
Scnne woman tbere who will make new the earth, 
And crown the spring with fire." 

So back I come. 
And the springs march before me, say, " Behold 
Here are we, and what would you, can yon use us? " 
What good is air if lungs are out, or springs 
When the mind's flown so far away no spring 
Nor loveliness of earth can call it back? 
I tell you what it is : in early youth 
The life is in the lohis; by thirty years 
It travels through the stomach to the longs 
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And then ve strut and crow. 3j (oitj jean 

The fruit is swelling while the leaves ate fresh. 

B7 Mty years you're ripe, begin to rot 

At fifty-two, or fifty-five or sixty 

The life is in thi seed — what's spring to you ? 

Puff! puff! yon are so winged and light yon fly 

For every passing sephyr, are blown off 

And drifting, God knows where, cry oat " Tra-Ia," 

" Ah, mercy me," as it may happen yon. 

Puff I puff, away yon go! 

Another drink? 
Why, yon may drown the earth with ale and I 
Will drain it like a sea. The more I drink 
The better I see that this is April time. ... 

Ben I There is one Voice which says to everything: 

" Dream what you will, I'll make yon bear your seed " 

And, having borne, the sickle comes among ye 

And takes yonr stalk. The rich and sappy greens 

Of spring or June show life within the loins 

And all the world is fair, for now the plant 

Can drink the level cup of flame where heaven 

Is poured full by the sun. But when the blossom 

Flutters its colors, then it takes the cup 

And waves the stalk aside. And having drunk 

The stalk to penury, then slumber comes 

With dreams of spring stored in the imprisoned germ, 

An old life and a new life all in one, 

A thing of memory and of prophecy, 

Of reminiscence, longing, hope and fear. 

What has been ours is taken, what was ours 

Becomes entailed on our seed in the spring, 

Fees in possession and enjoyment too. . . . 

The thing is sex, Ben. It is that which lives 
And dies in us, makes April and unmakes. 
And leaves a man like me at fifty-two. 
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Finished but living, on the pinnacle 

Betwixt a death and birth, the earth consumed 

And heaveQ rolled up to eyes whose troubled glances 

Would shape again to something better — what? 

Give me a woman, Ben, and I will pick 

Out of this April, by this larger art 

Of fifty-two, such songs as we have heard, 

Both you and I, when weltering in the clouds 

Of that eternity which comes in sleep, 

Or in the viewless spinning of the sonl 

When most intense. The woman is somewhere. 

And that's what tortures, when I think this field 

So often gleaned could blossom once again 

If I could find her. 

Well, as to my plays: 
I have not written out what I would write. 
They have a thousand bods of finer flowering. 
And over " Hamlet " hangs a teasing spirit 
As fine to that as sense is fine to flesh. 
Good friends, my sou] beats np its prisoned wings 
Against the ceiling of a vaster whorl 
And would break through and enter. But, fair 

friends. 
What strength in place of sex shall steady meP 
What is the motive of this higher mount P 
What process in the making of myself — 
The very fire, as it were, of my growth — 
Shall furnish forth these writings by the way. 
As incident, expression of the nature 
Relumed for adding branches, twigs and leaves? . . . 

Suppose I'd make a tragedy of this. 

Focus my fancied " Dante " to this theme. 

And leave my half-writ " Sappbo," which at best 

Is just another delving in the mine 

That gave me " Cleopatra " and the Sonnets? 
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If yoa have geniiu, write my tragedy. 

And call It " Shakespeare, Gentleman of Stratford," 

Who lost his soul amid a thousand soula, 

And had to live without it, yet live with it 

Aa wretched as the souls whose lives he lived. 

Here is a play for you: Poor William Shakespeare, 

This moment growing drunk, the famous author 

Of certain sngared sonnets and some plays. 

With this machine too much to him, which started 

Some years ago, now cries him nay and runs 

Even when the house shakes and complains, " I fall. 

You shake me down, my timbers break apart. 

Why, if an engine must go on like this 

The building should be stronger." 

Or to mix, 
And by the mixing onmix, metaphors. 
No mortal man has blood enough for brains 
And stomach too, when the brain is never done 
With thinking and creating. 

For you see, 
I pluck a flower, cut off a dragon's head — 
Choose twixt these figures — lo, a dozen buds, 
A dozen heads out-crop. For every fancy. 
Flay, sonnet, what you will, I write me out 
With thinking " Now I'm done," a hundred others 
Crowd up for voices, and, like twins unborn 
Kick and tarn o'er for entrance to the world. 
And I, poor fecund creature, who would rest, 
As 'twere from an importunate husband, fly 
To money-lending, farming, mulberry trees. 
Enclosing Welcombe fields, or idling hours 
In common talk with people like the Combes. 
All this to get a heartiness, a hold 
On earth again, lest Heaven Hercules, 
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Finding me strayed to mid-air, kicking heels 
Above the mountain tops, seise on my scruff 
And bear me off or strangle. 

Good, my friends, 
The " Tempest " is as nothing to the voice 
That calls me to performance — what I know not 
I've planned an epic of the Asian wash 
Which slopped the star of Athens and pat out, 
Which should all history analyse, and present 
A thousand notables in the guise of life, 
And show the ancient world and worlds to come 
To the last blade of thouf^t and tiniest seed 
Of growth to be. With visions such as these 
My spirit turns in restless ecstacy. 
And this ensIavM brain is master sponge 
And sucks the blood of body, hands and feet. 
While my poor spirit, like a butterfly 
Gummed in its shell, beats its bedraggled wings. 
And cannot rise. 

I'm cold, both hands and feet. 
These three days past I have been cold, this hour. 
I am warm in three days. God bless the ale. 
God did do well to give us anodynes. . . . 
So now you know why I am much alone 
And cannot fellow with Augustine Phillips, 
John Heminge, Richard Burhage, Henry Condell, 
And do not have them here, dear ancient friends, 
Who grieve, no doubt, and wonder for changed love. 
Love is not love which alters when it finds 
A change of heart, but mine has changed not, only 
I cannot be my old self. I blaspheme: 
I hunger for broiled fish, but fly the touch 
Of hands of flesh. 
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I am most passionate 
And long am used perplexities of love , 
To bemoan and to bewail. And do yon wonder. 
Seeing what I am, what my fate has been? 
Well, hark you; Anne is sixty now, and I 
A crater which erupts, look where she stands 
In lava wrinkles, eight years older than I am. 
As years go, but I am a youth afire 
While she is lean and slippered. It's a Fury 
Which takes me sometimes, makes my hands clutch out 
For virgins in their teens. O sullen fancy ! 
I want them not, I want the love which springs 
Like flame which blots the sun, where fuel of body 
Is piled in reckless generosity, . , , 
You are moat learned, Ben, Greek and Latin know, 
And think me nature's child, scarce understand 
How much of physic, law, and ancient annals 
I have stored up by means of studious seal. 
Bat pass this by, and for the braggart breath 
Ensuing now say, " Will was in his cups, 
Fotvaliant, boosed, corned, squiffy, obfuscated 
Crapulous, inter pocula, or so forth. 
Good sir, or so, or friend, or gentleman 
According to the phrase or the addition 
Of man and country, on my honor, Shakespeare 
At Stratford, on the twenty-second of April, 
Year sixteen-sixteen of our Lord was merry — 
Videlicet, was drunk." Well, where was I ? — 
Oh yes, at braggart breath, and now to say it: 
I believe and say it as I would lightly speak 
Of the most common thing to sense, outside 
Myself to touch or analyze, this mind 
Which has been nsed by Something, as I use 
A qoill for writing, never in this world 
In the most higfa and palmy days of Greece 
Or in this roaring age, has known its peer. 
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No soul SB mine has lived, felt, suffered, dreamed 

Broke open spirit secrets, followed trails 

Of passions curious, countless lives explored 

As I have done. And vhat are Greek and Latin, 

The lore of Aristotle, Plato to this? 

Since I knew them by what I am, the essence 

From which their utterance came, mTself a flower 

Of every graft and being in myself 

The recapitulation and the complex 

Of all the great. Were not brains before books ? 

And even geometries in some brain 

Before old Gutenberg? O fie, Ben Jonson, 

If I am nature's child am I not all? 

Howe'er it be, ascribe this to the ale. 

And say that reason in me was a fume. 

But if yon honor me, as yon have said, 

As much as any, this side idolatry, 

Think, Ben, of this: That I, whate'er I be 

In your regard, have come to fifty-two. 

Defeated in my love, who knew too well 

That poets tlirough the love of women turn 

To satyrs or to gods, even as women 

By tbe first touch of passion bloom or rot 

As angels or as bawds. 

Bethink you also 
How I have felt, seen, known the mystic process 
Working in man's soul from the woman sool 
As part thereof in essence, spirit and flesh 
Even as a malady may be, while this thing 
Is health and growth, and growing draws all life, 
All goodness, wisdom for its nutriment 
Till it become a vision paradisic 
And a ladder of fire for climbing, from its topmost 
Bung a place for stepping into heaven. . . . 
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This I have known, but had not Nor have I 
Stood coolly off and seen the votnan, used 
Her blood upon m; palette. No, but hearen 
Commanded my straigth's ose to abort and slay 
What grew within me, while I saw the blood 
Of love mitimely ripped, as 'twere a child 
Killed i' the womb, a harpy or an angel 
With my own blood stained. 

Aa a virgin shamed 
By the awelling life onlicenaed needles it. 
But empties not her womb of sooic taat shred 
Of flesh which fouls the alleys of her body, 
And fills her wholesome nerves with poisoned sleep 
And weakness to the last of life, so I 
For some shame not onlike, some need of life 
To rid me of this life I had conceived 
Did np and choke it too, and thence begot 
A fever and a fixed debility 
For killing that begot 

Now you see that I 
Have not grown from a central dream, but grown 
Despite a wound, and over the wound and used 
My flesh to heal my flesh. My love's a fever 
Which longed for that which nursed the malady, 
And fed on that which still preserved the ill. 
The uncertain, sickly appetite to please. 
My reason, the physician to my love, 
Angry that his prescriptions are not kept 
Has left me. And as reason is past care 
I am past cure, with ever more unrest 
Made frantic-mad, my thoughts as madmen's are, 
And my discourse at random from the truth. 
Not knowing what she is, who swore her fair 
And thought her bright, who is «s black as hell 
And dark as nig^t. 
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But list, good geatlemeii, 
Tbia love I apeak of is not -as a cloak 
Which one may put away to wear a coat, 
And doff that for a jacket, like the loves 
We men are wont to have as loves or wives. 
She is the very one, the soul of soula. 
And when you put her on yon pnt on llg^t. 
Or wear the robe of Nessos, poisonous fire, 
Which if yon tear away you tear your life. 
And if you wear yoa fall to ashes. So 
'Tis not her bed-vow broke, I have broke mine. 
That rains me ; 'tis honest faith quite lost, 
And broken hope that we could find each other. 
And that mean more to me and less to her. 
'Tis that she could take all of me and leave me 
Without a sense of loss, without a tear 
And make me fool and perjured for the oath 
That swore her fair and true. I feel myself 
As like a virgin who her body gives 
For love of one whose love she dreams is hers, 
But wakes to find herself a toy of blood 
And dupe of prodigal breath, abandoned quite 
For other conquests. For I gave myself, 
And shrink for thought thereof, and for the loss 
Of myself never to myself restored. 
The urtjcation of this shame made plays 
And sonnets, as you'll find behind all deeds 
That mount to greatness, anger, hate, disgust, 
But, better, love. 

To hell with punks and wenche 
Drabs, mopsies, doxies, minxes, trulls and queans. 
Rips, harridans and strumpets, pieces, jades. 
And likewise to the eternal bonfire lechers. 
All rakehells, satyrs, goats and placket fumbters, 
Gibs, breakera-in-at-catch-doors, thunder tubes. 
I think I have a fever — hell and furies I 
S09 
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Or ebe thii ale grows hotter i' the month. 

Ben, if I die before yon, let me waste 

Richly and freely in the good brown earth 

Untmmpeted and by no bast marked out. 

What good, Ben Jonson, if the world could see 

What face was mine, who wrote these plays and 

sonnets? 
Life, you have hurt me. Since Death has a veil 
I take the veil and hide, and like great Cbsst 
Who drew his toga round bin, I depart. 

Good friends, let's to tbe fields — I have a fever. 

After a little walk, and by your pardon, 

I think I'll sleep. There is no sweeter thing 

Nor fate more blessed than to sleep. Here, world, 

I pass you like an orange to a child: 

I can no more with you. Do what yon will. 

What should my care be when I have no power 

To save, guide, mould you? Nan^^ world yoo 

need me 
As little as I need you; go your way I 
Tyrants shall rise and slau^ter fill the earth. 
But I shall sleep. In wars and wars and wars 
The ever-replenished youth of earth shall shriek 
And clap their gushing wounds — but I shall Bleep> 
Nor earthy thunder wake me when the cannon 
Shall shake the throne of Tartarus. Orators 
Shall fnlmine over London or America 
Of rights eternal, parchments, sacred charters 
And cut each others' throats when reason fails — 
But I shall sleep. This globe may last and breed 
The race of men till Time cries out " How long? " 
But I shall sleep ten thousand thousand years. 
I am a dream, Ben, out of a blessed sleep. — 
Lef s walk and hear the lark. 

Reedy'g Mirror Edgar Lee Mattert 
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THE POETS 

We need you now, tirong guardiaiu of our keartt. 

Now, when a darkneM tier on lea and land. 
When we of weakening faith forget our partt 

And bow before ike f idling of the tand. 
Be with ua now or we betray our truit 

And aay, " There it no wiidom but in death " — 
Remembering lovely eye* now cloted with duit — 

" There it no beauty that outlattt the breath." 
For we are growing blind and cannot tee. 

Beyond the clotfdt that tiand like prison bare. 
The changelett region* of our empery. 

Where once we moved in friendthip mlA the ttart, 
children of the light, now in our grief 
Give ut agmn the tolace of belief. 

Contemporary Verte Scudder Middleton 
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«fiM of Vent, August; A Giu.'b Sokos, I-III,**" Po«try, 
A Magaxint of V«r$t, August; Aftee Au. and Afteb 
Au,*** Tht Ctntvrj/ Magaxins, June; Bobbowzb, Th» 
Ctntmry Magazine, May; Etxbt Bhook Ruitb Blub 
AoAiv, Tht YokUVi Companion, Apr. IS; Feet,*** Cork- ■ 
tomporarg Vtrtt, October, 1916; GiiEr,** The Pottry 
Btvitw of Amtrioa, February; Qmr Time, The Toath't 
Companion, May 3j In the Paix,** The Youth'i Com- 
panion, May 31; Masiiaoe,** The Century Magazine, 
December, 1916; Pkincisi, The Youlh't Companion, 
Dec. T, 19IBi Raik,** The Poetry Reviexe of Amtriea, 
February; Shadows,** The Poetry Review of Amtr- 
iea, February; SraiHO WimM, Tht Tovth't Companion, 
Mar. 15; The Km, Contemporary Verte, October, 1910; 
The Pbopdsal,* Tht Century Magazine, August; The 
SECarr,** The Poetry Review of Amtriea, February; 
To AK AiTiar on His Buthiut, Tht Matttt, March; 
What the Churkas Tbee Thiitks, Tht YoiUh't Com- 
panion, Dec 91, 1916) YoirrR's a Clbav Swoed, Tht 
Midland, A Magaxint of tht MiddU tf Mt,.May. 

Davis, Florence Boyce. The Cow Path, The BtUman, May 
96. 

Davis, Homer. Aecaita, The Poetry Jotimal, December, 
1916; Mkuzxto MoeeI** Tht Pottry Jownoi, Decem- 
ber, 1916; NoKAiM, Tht Poetry Journal, December, 
1916; Reipice Fimzk, The Poetry Journal, December, 
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191«{ The VnrrAir^** Tk» Pottry Joutnal, DecembeTi 

191fl. 

DmTKMii MitchelL Gbl op Jadi axd Itobt, Tin LtUU Bt- 
vitw, ApriL 

Daj-, Dorothy. MuLsaun- Snur, Tk* Matsu, July. 

Dcftnner, WiUlam. Mt Duam Gabikk,* EvciybodT's 
Jfayoijiu, NorembcT, ISIfl. 

De AnuoBd, Litde. Ht SnrurT, TJU TimtV» CoMpoatow, 
July tS. 

de BossditH, JeuL Chah-Makib* (tnuu. by Em 
Pound), Eucrmicuii * (trans, hj Em Pound), Tk« 
fiaont ^r(*. Sept 

De U Mare, Walter. Fabb Wrix,** Tht TaU Bnt^w, 
April; Nightfall,"* Th» TaU Btviaw, April; Th« 
RiAWAXBittNo, Poetry, A Magtubtt of F«r«*, April; 
Two EptTAPHi, Pottry, A Magaiin* of Vent, ApilL 

De U Selva, Salomon. Cabhu Lioht, Coatfmporory F*rH, 
November, 1916: Thb Sivon Dhfaiu, Comtwupffrafy 
r«r«a, November, 1918; The Smon Exvm, Conttm- 
pontry Vtr»t, November, 1916; Tbopical Towk," Coh- 
itm/poTtxry Vtri*, November, 1916. 

De Lisle, Leconte. Ik Exckuu (tbaksi.aikd nu>K thb 
FUHCH KT CSua Louio Cutrxiom ) , Pott Lor; 
Vacation Number; Im tbe Sorr An, Vii.ijirlli (Cella 
Louise Crittenton tnaulator), Po«t Lor; Winter Num- 
ber, 1916; The Heart of Hialmar (TaAKSLATXD rsotc 
TBI Feekch bt Ceua Locib Cbitt(ktox), Poot Lon, 
Vacation Number. 

Dell, Floyd. SuxKU, Th» Matiu, February. 

Dennen, Grace Atberton. Spbino ix the Wxstland, Tht 
Lot AngtUt Oraphie, Mar. S. 

Dennis, Chester. T|ie Osioiir or PBiLauFHT,* Tht C«t»- 
tury Mayaxatt, August. 

Dennis, O. M. Damou, iV«w Fori; Evtiuny £(«m; Iv- 
TBEiTEi^* Tkg Ititdnyal, d Magazm$ of Love Lyritt, 
July. 

De P. E. Bt a Wiiroow at Dusk,"* Th« Porgt, November, 
1916. 

De P.. J (act 10). War Pnv, TAa Forg». November, 1916. 

Deutsch, Babette. laoirtc, TA* Mattti, June; Haoic Scbxem, 
Tkt Smimt ArU, August; SoMoa,** Tka S«vm ArU, 
June; Toe Damcem, Tk» Iftw Rtp*btic, Jan. fl. 

IHckennan, Elisabeth S. Chabus PEOitT, Pott Lnr§, 
Spring Number. 
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Dickemuo, EUubeth S. (frmu.). Sautt Gunrmi 
(Caivles Ptgttj), Po»t Lor», Spring Number. 

DIiDOt), Dorothea. Linu Miw AniL, Th» Foutit's Com- 
pamitnt. Mar. S9. 

DHbridge, Evelyn. Ai Thou Wh-t (Tbe St Lonls Art 
League Prlie Poem). 

DlTine, Caiarlea. Heb CoMnnioM, TA# Smart 8tt, Anguit) 
IinwcmoM, Tlu tfamt, July; Lines ov a Load or 
Hat, Th» Smart Bat, June; Ramoi: Itr Mbkobt, Tk» 
Bmttrt S«t, May; Tbs AtraoaiooKafHT or a Sxaix 
Totrir GuL, The Mantt, August) The Cokrhioxi op 
a Hampbru MaiT, Tht Smart Bit, April; Thi Stam 
IV Pawn, Tk» Bnutrt Bit, June; Whbx Lon Wnx Fax 
Yora Hiaat,** Th» Smart Btt, September. 

Dodd, Lee Wilson. To a NBO-Paaair/" Tk« Yah Bfottw, 
October, 1V16; Tuoi-Comic,'* The Lyric, August; 
VauanoH,* Tht Lyrie, July. 

Dodge, Arltta. PaLLU-ATHM*,** Tht BookmoH, DecciB- 
ber, 1916. 

Dodge, Louis. Hd Gauxir,* Beribntt't Magadm*, Sep- 

Dodson, Ellen Mackenile. iMrnanow, Th» Lo» A»gtt*t 

Orapkie, May IS. 
Dolch, Jr., E. W. Bbhiw tbi "Giut OFrixsm," The 

Midland, A MagaxitM of th» MtddU Wtit, June. 
Dole, Nathan HaskelL SaNDPinis,' Th» Fra; SiA-dnjj,* 

ThoFra. 
DoUard, Jamea B., LlttD. To a Dead Cbild, Th* CathoUe 

World, January. 
Dolson, Cora A. Matson. Tkk Gouibm Lioht, Th» Bmart 

Set, NoTember, 1V16. 
Dolson, Eugene. Out Modiu, Tht Indtpt»dt»t, Nor. 13; 

191S. 
D'Orge, Jeanne. GoBuir, Tht Pottry JouttmI, March; Ex- 

paCTANCT, Th« Poetry Jovmud, Mardi; Thb BaooAM, 

Pottry, A Magadm* of Vtrtt, August; The Ixcdiatdb, 

Tht Pottry Journal, March; The Ma^na, The LUtU 

Btvittt. April; The Statvc, Poetry, A Hagaxht* of 

Vent, August; To a New Pekkd, Tht Poetry Joumai, 

Mardi. 
Ooubleday, Nance. U-ka>ue (To a Rsmmio Blackjoii),* 

Oood SomMkttpinff, April. 
Downey, Jane E. GoLo-Hntmiro," Pott Lort, New Year't 

Number, 
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DoflCf Helen M. Mt Neiqhbob, Qood Hottttkteping, May. 

Draper, John W. Aim the 1590'a,** Tk» Madrigal, A 
Magadna of Lovt Lgrict, August; Ar^ot tbb Rk- 
doiBK,** Th* CoUnmaiU, February; AxoAmc, Tkt 
Colonnadi, October, 1918; Db Altu, Th» Colontutdt, 
October, 1916; Ths Coin»mnD Muunua, Th» CoUm- 
»adt, December, 1SI0. 

Dresbadi, Glenn Ward. A Fathes and Hu Dead Sox,** 
Tht Pottrg Jovntat, August; A Mountain Nocnnn, 
llie Madrigal, A Magaaiu of Lov* Lyric*, August) 
A New Mixico Hill-Soiio, Tka Pottry Jonntal, Au- 
gust; At a Factobt Doob, Po«t Lor*, Summer Num- 
ber; Bacchanalia, Pott Lor*, Sunmier Number; Bat- 
tles, Po»t Lor; Summer Number; Fauk Soko, Tit* 
Poatrg Joitmal, August; Nociu>ne, Pottry, a Magazin* 
of Vartt, Sept; Ocbaw," Th* Poetry Journal, Aug- 
ust; Ok thb Road With the Wisd,* Th* Poetry 
Journal, August; Oin Face ik the Cbowh, Poetry, A 
Magaxini of V*r**, June; Sovo to the Dawn Wind,*" 
The Midland, A Magaztnt of th* Middl* W»it, April; 
The Deeambis, Potlry, A Magaxin* of Ver$t, Sept.; 
The Duaks of Cite Dead, Th* Poetry Journal, Au- 
gust; The Guwt or Deeahs," Th* Poetry Journal, 
August; The Immoetautt or Dreaks, Th* Po*try 
Journal, August; The Piia or Coin,*** Tht Midland, 
A Magoiin* of tht Middle W*$t, August; The Soweb 
Who REAnn the Sea," Tk» Baoktnan, Septemlter; 
To the Nioht Wikd, Th* Midland, A Magazin* of th* 
Middl* Wait, July; Two Sohob,' PosCry, A Magazine 
of Verie, June. 

Drink water, John. Akthoht Cavunnx," Tha CaMtvry 
Magaxine, November, 1918. 

Driscoll, LoiUse. Gbacx fob Gabdehb,** The N*a> Tork 
Timei; EpnAPHS, The New Tork Tim*i; The Child or 
Goo,"' The B*v*» Art*, November, 1910; The Scaef,* 
Th* Po»try Journal, February. 

Dn Fn. Nioht m a Bobdib Vili^aoe (tiaksijitkd raoM tbe 
Chinese bt Henbt C. Fenk), The Stratford Journal, 

Duane, Mary Morris. Faces, C«it«nporary Ferie, Febru- 
ary; Hafpinus, Contemporory V»ri*, January; 1 
Dbeaht, Contamporary Vtrti, January; In Mt Need, 
Contan^orary V*r**, January; Once, Oontamponory 
Ferja, February. 

Dudley, Dorothy. Padebiwski, Chicaooi Pebbuabt Sixth, 
S8S 
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1919," Pottry, A Magasrint of Vvnt, Juljt Thi Mook, 

PoHry, A Magaxim9 of Vertt, July. 
JDoer, Caroline. Ov a Hnx Nub tub Su, Oood Bimw 

k»»plng, Auput 
Dul^, Esaie Phelps. Tbb Toxxv, TA# Foa<&'> Comptmjmij 

Not. 30. 1916. 
Dnasany, Lord. Soxos or am Em. Wood," Th» Smart 8«t, 

Jane. 

E. Ik A Meadow, Tk» Foty», November, 1916; Ix Mat, 
Th9 Fargt, November, 1B18. 

Earls, MlchaeL A Wixna Mihirib, Th» Ovtlook, Jan. IT. 

Earls, Michael J. Old Hudmk Roteu, The CatkoUe 
World, October, 1916. 

Eutaway, Edward. Old Hajt, Pottry, A Magimnt of 
Vtri; Februaryi Th« Uxehowx, Po»trg, A Mttgasint 
of Vtrit, February; Th« Wo«d,** Pottry, A Magwdtu . 
of Van», February. 

EMtmao, Max. A Ovm SoMmr,*" TJi« Matttt, July; 
Etmwt,** Th» MatiM, December, 1S16; Houm, Th§ 
Mm**; April; Sba-Shou,* T\» Momim, September; 
Taa LoxiLT BATHSt,** Tk» Mattti, Augiut; Ths 
Sum,-* Tk» MatiM. October, 1916. 

Eaton, Jeannctte. Rebbluojt, Tlu Maitet, August. 

Eden, Helen Parry. A MoTBEa in Ewoland,* Th» Ind»- 
p4»dtat, Dec. 18, 1916. 

Edson, Cbarlca FarwelL Eicn. OBEBHorm, Tft« Lot Am- 
g»ht OraphU), Feb. 10. 

Egon, Maurice Francis. The Was Bbidb,** Scribntr't 
Magaxint, September. 

Elsenburgfa, Julio. Thb Pbofbskhs, TAs MattM, Septem- 
ber. 

Ellot, T. S. Lb DiBEcrBUB, Tht LittU Rtvitm, July; Lvm 
ot Mul,** Tht Littlt R»vitv>, July; Mblahqb ADULTEkB 
n lonr,** Th« Littlt B«vt«w, July; Tbb Hitfopota- 
MVt," Tlu lAttl* RnrinB, July. 

BUerbe, Ccellta. Aran-'s PAiam Mobm,** Tht Colonnadt, 
October, 1916; WiSTAaiA,* Tht Colontmdt, January. 

Ellsworth, E. D. Ah Adtchn Pabtt," Tht Tovlh'* Ctrm- 
poDim, Nov. 16, 1916. 

Ehner, Harold. To VntAim axd Ebnir Dowsom, Cot^- 
Umporarg Vtrtt, November, 1916. 

Bndieoff, Max. Tbb Chibf Libkabiam, Tht Mautt, Febru- 
ary; Tkb Fixtubx, Tht Matttt, February; Tbb Gold- 
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&UTn> Voicx or thb Fmpu, Th» MatMt, October, 

ISlSi Tki NswcoMn, Th» Matttt, February] The Ri- 

TOMD AowBAT, Th» M»ii»t, FebnuTj. 
EpBteln, Myer. Veuei, By the PufOt of tt« Bt. Jolm't 

Ttehmeea Htgk School, Wfamlpef, Cuudft. 
Eraldne, John. Trx Soira op HBTAmaA,*** Tho Lytic, 

June; Ix thx Gauck, Pootry, A MagtaiM* of F#rH, 

July. 
Btuu, Donald. Thz Enu Wali, Tk« Pottry BnUw of 

Anutiea, February. 
Ererctt, Leolyn Louise. Thx Ivyaloi, Th* Ci»tmry Maga- 

ximt, March, 



F. To R. A, Tht Matits, August 

Fohnestock, Elisabeth Bertron. I Wna-^ Th* OiUlook, 

Jan. 31; Sbbttci, Soribntr'B Xoffiukt*, February. 
Fsircbild, Camille. Aiubim, Po»t Lore, Wbiter Number, 

1916) Sotra or thk Seaxi, JPm( Lore, Winter Number. 

1916. 
Fclahin, S. HanasKb. A jAPAjrua Pvkt, Th* Ua—tt, 

Parqnar, Jean. I Havi Brm a Cod, Tfi* Smart Set, No- 

mnber, 1916. 
FauKt, Jessie. Aoaix It Ii SanaHUa," The CrUU, Sep- 

Panst, Frederick. The Secrkt,*** The Century Mogaxme, 
February. 

Fawcett, James Waldo. RmraTr, The Minaret, October, 
ISIS) Waixt WbuI The Matiei, January. 

Fechbelnier, I.ee S. AnsaiCA to Hu Fiao, Poetry, A Mag- 
axbte of Vine, July. 

Feltistein, Martin. Doun, The Colonnade, January. 

Ferl, Emily. Respitb, The Lot Angelei Oraphie, May 13. 

FIcke, ArUior Daviiion. A Watc or Stiaphoict, A Stsaiv 
VT SoTAnu,** Poetry, A Magaxine of Veree, November, 
1916; AnvBNTUBi, Contemporary Veree, March; Bdd- 
nsA AppEAaiwa raox Bbhixd MomrTAiiia, Poetry, A 
Magadne of Verie, NoremlMr, 1916; Pimi oir a 
MovNTAix, A SciBEM BY YaiTOKO,* Poetry, A Maga- 
zine of Vtrte, November, 1916) Fobtuait or a E-ady, 
Contemporary Verie, Mardi; PoaimArr or a WaiaA(r, 
n Ybhho,** Contemporary Veree, April; Tasui, Tho 
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Mattt*, December, 1916) Tki Abboi, A Dunv >T 
KnroHAaA, CoHt«mporarii Vtna, April t Tbs Hbad- 
LAKD,"* Tht 8&vn Art*, December, 1916; T»i Pixi 
Bkamcb, a Paikumo kt Kcxzur," Fottry, A Maga- 
oJM 0/ F«r(s, November, 1916; To thb Bkiavrd or On 
D^Aii, Seribntr'i Magaxmt, September. 

Pdd. lUcbel LTman. Duius. Tk» Ma****, September. 

Field, S«rah Bard. Vichmt,** Th» LittU Rni0tp, April. 

PlDch, Ludne. "Lac Tiuu Bi Ltobt," Harpgr't Maga- 
xint, January; Evtrymam's Land," Tht Outlook, Sept. 
19. 

Piaher, Million Leonard. I tUs a. Duam, TIu MidlMd, J 
MagaztM of tht Middh Wft, Febmary ; Ix Fotcbo,** 
Tkt Soimtt, No. Ill; IntAiriTT, Tha Sonnet, No. II; 
Onrr, Th» Midkmd, A Magwdna of tht MiddU Wait, 
Februaryi Tax Commmance, Tht BtUttum, Mar. 3; 
The Lah Pim * The Midland, A Magaiane of tht Mid- 
dU Wttt, Aug:iuti Tri Licbiit, Tht Lipie, Maj; Tm 
SoKciuM,'* Tht Bellmatt, Dec. 30, 1916. 

Fitch, Rntb. "Thk Kim," The Century Magaaina, Sep- 
tember; Cnnnac Munc, Tht Uatiet, July. 

nsher, StiAely S. Uinm the Dbad Stau, Tht BeOmtm, 
Feb. U. 

FttiGerald, Lieutenant Martin. " Caut Om," Maih I * Tk* 
Outlook, Aug. IS. 

Fletdwr, J<dm Gould. A Cokpautck, Tht Pottry J<mnul, 
June; BuMn Psonx, Poetry, A Magaxin* of Vtrte, 
December, 1918; Dead Tbouorts, Tht Fottrg Journal, 
June; Dutah, The Poetry Journal, June; DmA8T 
COAsn,'* Tht Poetry Journal, June; Gm amd Taki, 
Pottrg, A Magazine of Vtrte, December, 1916; Hiat,* 
Th* Lyrie, August; Mptaiilitt," The Poetry Jour- 
nal, June; Oh thb Bamu of the Sumtoa, Tht Poetry 
Journal, Jnne; Sbakazd Dieams," Tht Pottry Jour- 
nal, June; The BEADnrm. Geuha,** The Poetry 
Journal, Jane; The Cuoutm, The Poetry Journal, June; 
Tbe EvehijUTINg Cotrnumcnox,** Poetry, A Maga- 
siiM of Vtret, Decemlfer, 191S; The Lait Rally, The 
Century Magazkte, December, 1916; The Loitelt 
GtAVE, The Pottry Journal, June; The Mabch of tbe 
DtAo Hew, Tht Poetry Journal, December, 1916; Two 
Lima CoinKAanm, The Pottry Journal, June; Wht 
THE Wae? •" Poetry, A UagaOne of Vene, December, 
1916. 
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Flexner, Hortoue. Couruixiox,' The 8tw*H Art*, Jimei 
BuTH Luo>, Th» Smart 8»t, July; Httkokb, Tk» 
MtutM, Septemberi MTTN-motri, Tk« N«w RepttbUe, 
Nov. 11, 1916; RoOTM ,• Th« Smart 3«t, December, 1916( 
SxT,*' Harptf't Magazin*, July; The Pottu'b Pabk, 
Tht Ctnforjr MagazHi§, January; Voicn,"* Th» Seven 
Art*, December, 1916; Wurnow-Curou, Tkt Smart 8»t, 
Febniaij. 

Florance, Jolm. Tm Gkadoar,* Tkt Ctntury Magiain*, 
July. 

Foley, James W. Soke Ffmkt Lrm* Foi.m,** Tk» 
Ftmth't Companio», Nov. 30, ISIS. 

Fox, EUrabet^ Baru, Tlu Matiti, AprU. 

Foi, Molreen. FaaiBopiwa, Foetri/, A Magaxint of V«tm», 
Mftfi Ix AmMCS, I-IV, JPoetry, A Magaxhte of F«rM, 
May; Lovb, Pottrg, A Magtaiut of Vtrio, May. 

Fra, Paul Hervey. Thz Goums Gallbok, Seribtur't Mag- 
axino, August. 

Francis, Emma S. Last Moom, Tk* Touth'i Compattbm, 
Not. 2, 1916; Thk Wkomo Docroa, Th« ToiUh't Com- 
paaioit. Not. S, 1916; Whbn Aua Walked ik the 
Wood, Tho Youth't Compaaion, June 14. 

Frank, Florence Ktper. A Wokav, Tht Midland, A Mag«i- 
«ln« of tkt Middle Wttt, July; REuoiorB, Tht Midland, 
A Magaxint of tkf Middle Weit, July. 

Frsnkao, Gilbert How Rifleman Beown Cake to Val- 
MAi.i.t,** Tht Ctntmry Magaxint, April. 

Frederick, John Towner. Sono or the PairTHEiiT, Tht 
Minartt, June. 

Frost, Robert Locked Otn (Aa Told to a Chiu>),** Th4 
Forgt, February; Nor ro Keep,*** Tht Yale Btview, 
January; The Boxnix,*** The Sexren Arte, November, 
1916; The Guu-GA'tHEaEB,*** The Indtpendent, Oct 9, 
1916; The Teuphome,*" The Independent, Oct 9, 
1916; Swow,*** Foetry, A Magazine of Vtrit, Novem- 
ber, 1916. 

Fuller, Henry B. TowAaoa Chqdbood,"* Poetry, A Magtt- 
time of Vine, Jaouary. 

Pullerton, William Morton. Moamiio ik Ackau, Serib- 
ner't Magazina, AprlL 

Furloog, Martba Rice. Sea-Dekaio,* Contemporary Vene, 
October, 1910. 

Gt H. DEinDiDA,* Tht Forge, February. 
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Golnu, Samuel Richards. A Maid Nb'u SrAKB. TA« Uai- 
rigal, A Maffaxiiu of Lav* Lyriet, September. 

Gunmoiu, Harold W. Hamdmkichiip, TA< Pottry Jq%»- 
No^ Jaauaiy; Ladt Ocxak, Tht Pottry Javmal, Jsn- 
Dai7. 

GsDett, Louise Afres. HotraBTOPS, Tht Indtpgndmt, Apr. 
21 ; TfCB Ukbiokbm Mabcb,* Tht llattM, Julf. 

Garescirf, SJ, Edward F. Nuoara, Tht Qiunii Work, 
Sept 

Garrison, Theodosla. A Vihcb a* tbe Dooa, Tht Madrigal, 
A Magazine of Lov» Lyrtei, September; KumvDi* 
Oood Hoiu»k»gpinff, July; Lotb-Soh'os, Evgrybodjf't 
Magazin*, Jaiiuar7{ Pbatbi rtm thi House iit Taov- 
JLB, Oood Hovtskttping, May; Shkiu,* MoCUtrt't 
Maffaxms, (?); The Fathbr, Everybodg't Maffaxint, 
April; Tbb Hialzd Ones," Oood Hoiutk»tpi»ff, De- 
cember, 1916; The Shepherd Wbo Statbd, Tht Ctnttirf 
Magaxiitt, December, 1916; Tm Soni. op JiAMxe 
D'Alc,* Scribnar't Magazint, January. 

Gates, EUen M. H. A Pbibohai. Dbsiu,* Harpti't Maga- 
tint, June. 

Gaf, Dorothea. Eanuiioiifiira, Tht Matitt, Pebruarft 
Wimp-Crt, Tht Motif, April; Wikd-Cbt, Tht Matttt, 
July. 

Gclsinger, W. B. StriutEB's Cokim', Th» Lot AngtUt 
Oraphie, May 12. 

George, Stefan. OppoiTOHTrv {tratulator, E. B.), Tho 
Mmartt, December, ISIS; Sana (tnnuJator, E. B.), 
Tkt Minartt. October, 191S. 

Gerbaulet, Nina Joy and Claire K. Foa Reauu UimiEiit 
The Poetry Revitm of Atneriea, December, 1916. 

Gessler, Clifford Franklin. WAxmn Vok Dbk Vooil- 
THAL, Conttm^orary Vtrtt, March. 

GU>b8, Domey, Cokkb II Faut, The Smart Set, December, 
]91fl. 

Gibson, Gerald. To MmAH, The Smart Bet, January. 

Gibson, June. I Hate Hbk, The Smart Set, February; 
Jeut Hbabo the Ceash, Tht Smart Stt, January; Ox 
Mt Deathbbd I AK WouuBD, The Smart Stt, December, 
1916. 

Gibson, Lydia. A Gaon, Tht Maetet, August; A PoanAir, 
Tht Matttt, October, 1916; A Riveb im Daovotn, Tht 
Matttt, August; Bt a Stibam, Tht Maetet, January; 
Dtm OP Dbbahs,** The Matttt, August; Nor Ybabs,** 
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Tk» MaiMt, Angust; Ox ±. Hiu,** rk« MoMtt, An> 
gnstj S1U8T, TAa Ma*tM, Angnrt; The Swiiufn'i 
Sovo, 7h« Mattti, JaauBTj. 
GlbMD, WUfrld Wilson, The Nsm,*** Po«try, ^ Jfa^iuAw 

Jan. I. 

Glfford, Fannie Steanii. Baamowwo Wucoa, Oood Boutt' 
ketpmg, Pebmaiy. 

Gilbert, Charles Baker. It Dc«i Make a Dimaaxa, 
WouMwoBTH, WhatF T&* (7«Rtiiry Magastn*. 1At,j. 

Gilbert, JnUs. Sixaitot, TAa Stnart S»t, September. 

Gilbert, Monis. A Ciaaxm \s Suxon FiMasia, Tl* 
Smart Stt, April; Air Aporiophe, TAa Smart 8»t, 
MajT; Cat*. TA* SoKirt 9*t, October, 1910( luas Knna, 
TA* Smart Set, April; Lon Caki TasiiBinMHnLV,** 
TA* Bmurt Btt, Anguat; Piomiams Dox't Biurra in 
DuAm,** Po9try, A Maffaaine of V»r»», April; Thb 
LjiNTaoBir cnt thc Guak, TA* YiMtk't Comfaaion, Jan. 
Ifi; To A FuKCH AviAioi Fallen in Battlc,"* 
Poetry, J Magaziti* of Vtrtt, April; WAaa au pob 
Youth to Waoe, TAa Jiulfpaiidaiit, Apr. 14; What I 
WoiTLit Hatx, The Smart Set, August 

Gilbran, KahllL God** (Pobmi raou the Akabic or Kah- 
LiL GfLBEAx), The Smmh Art*, May; Mr Fuemd** 
(PoBMB FiOM the AkAEtc OF Kahul Gilbhah), The 
Btfoen Art*, May; Oir Ginin) and Taking, The Smen 
Art*, May; The These Abt«** (Pi»iii noK tue 
Abaeic or Kahul Gilbaan , Tke Straw Art*, Hay; Tub 

Two HlBHITB** (PoEBia FBON TKE ABABIC OT KaHLU. 

Gilbbak), The B»vtn Art; May. 
GOmore, Loiilse. iKraoTisATioNa, Th« ZAttU BtvttK, July; 

IxPBonaATioN, Tk* LittU R»vi*w, June. 
GUmore, Marian Porstcr. Oct of the DBPTHa,** The 

Bookman, Novefaber, 1916; The Tbiumph op Lotb, Tht 

Bookman, October, 191S. 
Glltlnan, Caroline. EnrHAirr Soiro," Tit* CathoUe World, 

January; The Cowabd,*** Th* OathoUe World. Norem- 

ber, I9IS. 
Ginsberg, Louis. As I Cahi Dowx or the Habbob, Con- 
temporary Vtree, January; Ncwnmx*,** Th« Formm, 

Jviy- 
GUenter, Richard Butler. A IjmxM noH Lotxiace,* Poet 

Lore, Spring Number; BABaAUM,* Pd«< Lort, Vacation 

Number; Bathtobb,** Btedj^i ilirror, Jime U; Beb- 
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mmA, Poatrj/, A Magaxtiu of Vtrit, June; Doimnc*,"* 
Po«t Lor; Vacation Number; Iiu,* Po«t hart. Vaca- 
tion Number; Ixdiait SoxiODi, Tha BaoJcman, Novein- 
ber, 1910; La PiiJk, Poet Lort, Vacation Number; 
Lku, Tk« Pottry Jowmal, Mardi; Mount Fobtuh^ 
Po9t Lor; Vacation Number; Oir thb Dimuu. or 
THi MoHOAK PoidijiiKs, TKo ColoiMxtdo, December, 
101S; Paiju (A Wbr Ihduit Rkafwdt), The Mhtarat, 
November, 1S16; Quandabt, Pottry, A Magazitts of 
V«ri«, June; Bona Thbbi, Pott Lort, New Year*! 
Number; Sxap-Shoib op Akuicak NoTBumi Cabu, 
Th§ Bookman, September; Skap-Sboh op Amibicaw 
Nonuns: Dikivb, Th» Bookman, September; Skap- 
Shot* of Amxaicait Adthom: HovBua," Th» Book' 
man, July; Snap-Shoi* op Axuicait Authoui Tabx- 
iMOTOM, Tht Bookman, July; Snap-Shois op Aiuucax 
Adthou: Whabtoit,** Tkt Bookman, J11I7; Swap- 
Svon OP Enourh Adthobi: BsirircTT, Thg Bookman, 
August; Snap-Shoti or Enouih Authobi: Cokbad^* 
Tk« Bookman, Jane; Sitaf-Shotb op Evoubh Autbobii 
Gbobob, Tht Bookman, August; SvAp-SHon op Exo- 
Li*R Adtbobi: Hewlett, Th» Bookman, Hay; Swap- 
Sbois of Emoubh Adthobi: Locki,* TA« Bookman, 
June; SwAP-SHon of Emglhh Authobsi Shaw,* Tht 
Bookman, May; St. CHamvpHia Am Netis, Pott Lort, 
Vacation Number; St. Geoiok'r, Gbenada, Pott Lort, 
Vacation Nomber; Thi Alkokeb of Niqht, Tht Pottry 
Journal, March; Thi Minob Pon, Tht Smart 8tt, 
Jutyt Tai MiBACu OP MoimEiBAT,* Pott Lort, Vaca- 
tlon Number; Thb Fauaoe, Potlry, A Maffoztnt of 
Vtrtt, June; The Shaoow, The Pottrg Journal, Marcb; 
Thb Stab op Stabs, Tht Madrigal, A Magasint of Lovt 
Lyriet, Angnst; UwAiTBWEBeo, The Madrigal, A Maga- 
xint of Love Lyriet, Aognst; Vivs La Fbakcb, Nne 
Tork Timtt. 

Gloasop, Emma Ellen. Thb Sdhkzb Cottaob, I^ ToutWt 
Companion, May 10, 

Going, CbarlcB Buxton. Rbpatbiatbd,** Bverybody't Maga- 
zine, August; Thb Skt-Scbapeb," Bvtrybodj^t Maga- 
dnt, December, IBlfi, 

Goodale, Dora Read. Thb Childbim op the Chhsizm, The 
Youth'* Companion, Feb. 8. 

Gordon, Frank S. Niobt, Poetry, A Magatint of Veret, 
February; Chr the Wab-path, Po»(ry, A Vo^omm of 
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Vtnt, Febnutiy; S*-a Namai, PottTy, A Mageahu of 
F«ri«, Pebniai7; Thx Tox-Toit, Pottry, A MagtuiM 
of V«T*0, February. 
Gould, WsUace. Childuii or the Suit,*** Ths Stvtn ArU, 

Grant, Hrarj. Viuu, By th» Pnpih of tk» St. Jolm't 

Tgehnieat High School, Winnipeg, Canada. 
Graves, Harley. A Thouoht Whek Noox u Hot, BBroai 

Dawn ty Cam*, I Cams io ac Alone,* Whiti Maoic, 

Pottry, A MagaxoM of V»rtt, Sept 
Graf, Agnes Kendrlck. Jbakmb D'Aec, Thb Shepbuseh, 

Om a Statue bt Chatu," T\» Bottou Traiueript, Mar. 

30; Ouk Ladt or tbx I^hches, SxATtTE or the Viboik 

■IT HP ON TBE BAnrLEriEUl BY SOLDIBBB, Tht Pottty 

Journal, June. 

Gregory, Susan Myra. Arbb Tan Houb, Th« Bang! 
Death, Tht Po»try Jonnal, July: Hbavew, Th» Pottry 
JoHmat, July; Noctubmb,* The Pottry Journal, July; 
Now, Tkg Pottry Jauniat, July; Obvheds' Soxo to 
Edbtdice, Tkt Pottry JoMmal, July; Sdiciceb n 
Dead,** Tht Pogtry Jountal, July; Tke Anbweb, Tkt 
Pottry Jowrnal, July. 

GrlOth, WUliam. A Chabacieb,** Tht Btmg, August 9T; 
AroTBBoais, At the Doob, Tht Bang, August 90 1 At 
THE Will op the Mooit, Emioka, Tht Bang, Aupist 
97; Evtmxo, Lote axu Lite, Maodalzit, Mobs Oxkibdi 
COKmrMis, Mt Doo, Tht Bang, August 30; O Nor thb 
Moox, Ox Chatham Beach, Oitbuttix, Tht Bang, 
Augutt 97; RExnxcuTiOK, Tht Bang, August 90; 
STAaaUisa, The Dnii, The Bang, August 3T; The 
Ghostlt Hocirii, The Haciited Houib, Tht Bang, 
August 90; The Hospital, Tht Bang, August 97; The 
MoTTSE or THE Sphihx, Tht Bang, Feb. IS; The Hdkt, 
The SinEii, Vioil, Wab, Tht Bang, August 9T. 

Gnltennan, Arthur. House Blessiro," Tht Bottott Traw- 
leript. Mar. 31; The CoMaoBBOB (Ax ALOOxamx Lbo- 
exd)," Harptr'i Magaxtnt, June; The Cobbe of the 
AxTiauE," Harpar'* Magadnt, September; Euxa, A 
Chbistmas Legexd of Out Dexkabk," Tht Btllman, 
Dec. 23, 1910. 



M. J. L. Pbateb fob a Niw Poet (tbahsuho nou the 
Gbxbk op SAPPHoxan), Rttdy"* Mirror, Mar. 18. 
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Hagedom, Hermann. A Rwrxx of Foimxix Sbips, Th» 
OtUlook, Dec. 30, I910t " A Travelbk rom a Duiaiit 
Lakd,"*** Th» Outhok, Jan. 3; Atr Odb of Depica- 
nox,*** Th» Century Magannt, Januair; The Bor im 
Ohapttr, Pki Bita Kappa, Juna IS, 1917, Tk» OnOooh, 
June 20; JcsoiuiKT, Tht OtUlook, Mar. 14; Rmnuc- 
nov,* Tht Ctnturg Magaxiiu, Januarf; Thi Bot tk 
Auioa,* Th» Ovtlook, Jan. 10; To thb Makem at 
SoMoI*" Tht Vigilaatt: 

Halnea, Helen. THANzaamHoi,* Tk» CatKoUe World, No- 
vember, 1910. 

Hakk, VltCEsIav. Evemino Sowos (tranflator, Ono Ko- 
TOITG), Pott hott. Winter Number, 1916. 

Halifax, Jean. What a Good IdbaI TAa Fowth'* Cofn- 
ponitm. Not. 3, 1916; Woam with Wimob, Tkt Yoiak't 
Companion, Mar. H. 

Hall, Frederick. Tiia Nedtkau, The Fouth't Compamoit, 
No*, a, 1910. 

Hall, HaceL Lath Sfbixo, Tht Uattat, July; The Plow- 
BtiNo, Tht Uatttt, July. 

Hall, Herbert J. Huuc or Gbeat Spaces, Tht Btllman, 
Sept 39; The WisaBD Victoet, Tht Btllman, Dec. 9, 
1916. 

Hall, James Norman. A FiNon akd a Hitoe, Thick 
Thumb,* Tht Ctiitwy Magazme, January. 

Hall, Jeannle Pendleton. A Mother Cat," Tht Tovth't 
Companion, Aug. 23; A Sono fboii the Ashee,*' Tht 
Yonth't Companion, July 19; Siheoh in the Tehfle,* 
Tht Tovth'i Companion, Jon. i. 

Hall, John. Piekioti, Scene codbis hais TmacE (Afteb 
THE "Piebbotb" of Juleb Lafokcde), Tht Littit Rt- 
vita. Hay. 

Halleck, George. Soko: Ou) Smz, Th* Smart Stl, Au- 
gust 

Halsey, Abigail Fithian. Lin's Alchekt, Conttmporary 
Vtrtt, February! The Paoor, Contemporary Vent, 
January; The Sodece, Conltmporarg Vent, January; 
Woau) Bdiuiebs, Coitttmporary Veree, February. 

HamlU, R. F. 1 Ah Ait, The Art WorU, July. 

Hannigan, D. F. The Rixaicencb or Man, Tht HhiaTtt, 
January. 

Hanlon, John. A Sfbiko Sovo op the Citt, Tht Smart Set, 
April; The LiviMa God, Tht Smart Btt, January. 

HanJy, Ellubeth. Mt Wwh,»» Tht Outlook, Dec. 8T, 1918. 

2B1 
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Hardin, Cbariotte PrentlM (trans.). HTinr*' (Bcande- 

lairc. Pott Lort, New Year's ffiunber. 

Hardy, Evelyn. To a DisKKn Gabdht, 8eribnt<i'i ilag»- 
attte, November, 1916. 

HarUniC Marion. Bdt Ohgi, 7b Iiid«p*nd»tU, Mar. 19. 

Hart, Loniae. Irksiftiom ox a. Suv-Dul, Poetry, A Mag- 
azino of V»Tt», July; Tsn Spidm'b Wbx, Pottry, A 
Magaxiaa of Vena, Jnly; Wnrasa, Poetrj), A Magad** 
of VtTtt, July. 

Harrison, KendaU. Hu Sbabi,*** Bttdi/'t Mirror, Dec. 15, 
1916; " Wat roa Ma. Asxixa,"" Rtedy* Mirror, May 
11. 

Hartswick, F. Gregory. Elbot WannM av a Coutrm 
CLnB,*** T\m Cnttury Magaaht», April; Tat GaxAT 
, Bia Mam amd tbi Wn Littli Gibi,' TA< Cantiiry 
JfapaaiM, July; Tkk Warn Gddb** (With due apolo- 
gies to Kipling's "Pirr or tbi Youna Msx"), Tk# 
Ctutwrg Magaxiiu, AprIL 

Haugtiawout, Margaret B. Wted, Tkt Mat**t, March. 

Hay, Elijah. A>r Epitaph, Retdy"* Mirror, Mar. 6; Lolita, 
A RcsPBcrAiLE WoKAK, Othtri, January; Mioht, 
Othtrt, January; Niohthaie ArTsa TAi.EiNa wira 
W01EAN1.T Womir," Othert, January; Ode im the 
New Mode, Raedy'i Mirror, Mar. IS; Fbiuwofbh to 
Abtist," B»dy'f Mirror, Mar. IS; SpEcranif or Mas. 
X., Otheri, January; SFicnirx or Mis. Y^ Otk«r$, 
January; SrECrairii or Mu. Z., Other*, January; 
SpEorRDK OF Mu. ft So FoBTH," Olkiri, January; To 
A.," Otheri, January; To ajt Acrom, Betdy't Mirror, 
Hor. 16. 

Hay, Gregory. Th« Sotsm'a Gooh-Bt, Th« Toutk't Com- 
panion, Jan. 2S. 

Head, Cloyd. Gioikmou, A DECoaATioif \x Black Ain> 
Whi^"* Potlry, A Magaxint of Vertt, October, 
1916. 

Head, Henry. DBnaoms," The Talt Bevine, April. 

Heap, Jane. Noikb, I-II, Poetry, A Magcaina of V*ri», 

Heard, Jr., Sdbn. Vicn» Chapmax, Haktabd, 191i, Th» 

Nation, Apr. S. 
Helbnm, Theresa. To You, The Pottry Jommal, March. 
HeUman, George S. Mothbb'b Bibthdat, Oood HoM*gk«ep- 

Henderson, Dankl M. Ambvlakcb Mix (Mbmbebs or thx 
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Tiom"); CotUtr't Weskly; Soum't All, Tht Outlook, 

Sept. 19. 
Henderson, Pete. Tb« Bi^achmikh,*" Tht Forgt, NoTen*- 

ber, 1916. 
Hoideraon, Ros& Eabtb akd Stam, T&« Miuiet, Septem- 
ber; Hanm, Tht Poetry Journal, March; Neiohiom^ 

Thi Poetry Journal, March ; The Shack, The Poetry 

Jovntal, March. 
Hendrix, Mrs. William Samuel. Do I Lots Thsr? The 

Madrigal, A Magaant of Love Lyriei, September) 

Rob Dbbami, Th» Madrigal, A Magaane of Looe 

Lyric*, August 
Hermdeen, Amw. I An Alwats Tbtiito to Fidd Otir 

About Tbiitoi, The Mattte, July. 
Herford, Oliver. The iLLunsATOR'i Apoloot, The Book- 

flxm, November, 191B; To a Cow,** The Century Maga- 

ztn*, Febniary. 
Herschell, W. M. Tbs Km Has Gome to the Colois,** 

The IndianapolU ynoi. 
Hersej-, Harold. Bekedicte, The Minaret, November, 1916; 

The LDTAKiar, The Smart Bet, December, 1916; Vic- 

ToiT, The Minaret, JaDuary. 
Hersef, Marie Louise. Fkance (RAtriunD rmoH SniiT 

PEUDROim),* The Boiton Traneeript, June 13; Mr 

SounER BoT (RomiEAv),* The Boeton Traneer^t, May 

3. 
Hervey, John L. Baluuie of the Libido,* Reed^t Mirror, 

Zxate 8; Fbok Dawx to DAWx-EPAirAsnopHB, Reed^e 

Mirror, Mar. SO. 
Hettet, Margaret Hunt. Apbuxx's Love Soxo, The Maeeet, 

JiUf; The Fool, The Maeiet, September; When I 

Hate Tea, The Mattet, May. 
Hewetson, George Benson. Fathee Lacomk, O. M. II., 

The CathoUe World, February. 
Hickenlooper, Jean. Costsnt,* The Midland, A Magazine 

of the Middle Wett, October, 1916. 
Hidcey, Emily. AaaAioirEBS axd Posn,** The CathoUe 

World, June; KnuD (Aoed 19, 90, 21), The Calholio 

World, Sept.; To Mt GoAamAK Anoel,* At Lustletoh, 

Devon, SsFTBitBEB, The CathoUe World. October, 1916. 
HlDyer, Robert SiUlDMn. To Comoiem Conciinixo the 

298 
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Biu. warn Unitemal MiLrtARV Service, Th* MaiM*, 

April; The Sea-Gull,* Tk» 8»vtn ArU, June. 
Hires, Harrison S. The BEKETAcroa,'" Tht Ma**M, An- 

guat. 
Hitch, Alfred. Beautt, Po»try, A Magaxin» of Vtrt*. Au- 
gust 
Hoffman, Phoebe. Trb SALyATioH Army's Sono, Conttn^ 

porarjf Vtrit, January; Tke Soko op ihe Aieican, 

ConUmporarjf Vtn*, February. 
Hoke, Travis. Sdpreme Ladorter, Pottry, A Magaxint of 

V*ri», January; The Ultihaix, Pottrg, A Magirdnt of 

V»r*4, Jwauary. 
Holbrook, H. W. Adied, Th» Mhtartt, May; Cokquut, 

Th4 MatiM, July; Triolet, Th» MidUxitd, A Maga2m» 

of lh0 MiddU Wtit, April. 
Holbrook, Nellie. The RoMtr ix the Raih, Conttmporarf 

VtTi», ApriL 
Holland, Norah M. REXOMmANCB, Tht Madrigal, A Mag- 

lufiM of Lao* Lyric*, July. 
HoUey, Horace. She, Th* Srnart 8*t, Korember, 1916) 

The Soldiers, Th* LUtU Btvim, ApriL 
Hooper, Eleanor Tileston. Dick awd His Sircr, Ths 

Tovth'* Companion, Aug. 23. 
Hopkins, Emest Jerome. To a Cram Mato,** Th* Lot 

A»g*Ui Oraphie. Mar. IT. 
Hopkins, Gertrude ComwelL Land op the Free,* Co»- 

Umporarg Van*, February! The Feut, Conttmporary 

Vtrtt, February; Tmt, Flaidb and the Smoke, Con~ 

timporary V*r*», February; The Shop, Conttmporary 

V*ri*, March; Webs or Dawit,** Conttmporary Vtrt*, 

Howard, Katharine. Tke Hon op Dreams,* Pottry, A 
Magazin* of Vtr**, July. 

Howe, Herbert Crorobie. Ratiki, Th* llatttt, July. 

Howe, M. A. DeWoIfe. CaDCinxiOMs, Th* Nation, Mar. 29; 
The Ship BmutEBs," Tht Boiton Htrald, July 29. 

Hoyt, Helen. Arches, Pottry, A Magaan* of Vtrt*, 
March; Candle Shadows,* Th* Midland, A Magazin* 
of th* Middh W*»t, September; Continuan-cb,** 
Pottry, A Magaxin* of Vtr**, March; Converse, Tht 
Lyric, June; Het Nonino, Pottry, A Magatin* of 
Vtrtt, March] Ix the Next Yard, Th* Stv»n Art; 
August; KiH, Pottry, A MagaHnt of Vtri*, March; 
Men-Folks, Poetry, A Magatin* of Vertt, Mardi; 
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PntK TO R DutCRd** Po»trif, A Xagmhu of Vtm, 
Harcb; RintLATiOir,** Tht Ctntmy Uagaxitu, Augustj 
Skt-Hdii(», Po4trji, A Magazbu of r«r««, March; 
Tub Damcu, Pottry, A Magaxin* of Vtnt, Msrcbj 
Thi Gabpik, Tht 8«vtn Artt, June; Tbr Lirm," 
PiMtTi/, A Magaxan of Vtri*, March; Tffli Lmu 
Hoim, Th» Pottry Joitnal, Jaouatr; Tbouobd witk 
A Child, Tht CoiUury Magiautt, October, 1916; To a 
ViKB TBS WoaEXKN' CtTT OowK, PottT^, A Jtagoxku 
of F»Tt*, March; Vnrmt the Tuck, Pottry, A Maga- 
xfM of Vtrit, Mordi; With Wous, Bftdy'* Mitror, 
Apr. fl. 

Huckfleld, Leyland. A MroinaaT Soxo, OontMiponiry 
F»rM, May; Buax~Up w thi South Saikaichiwaw,* 
CiMrimporary F«r#», May. 

Hueffer, Ford Madox. What tbb Ouxblt Doo Saw, A 

WiNTU LAKiaCAFI, To Mu. PnCT JACKWIT, PottTf, 

A Magaxhu of V»t*§, Mardi. 
Hueffer, Viokt Hmit What the Civiuak Sat, Eiv- 

futmox HiOK SnzR, Pottry, A Magai^iu of Vtru, 

March. 
Huey, Maud Morrison. O Liitu Bud, Tkach Mb to Sivo, 

Th» ToMtk't Companion, Feb. 1; The MsDivia, Th» 

Touth'i Compatiiott, Aug. 9; Thi Pnnci Sekd, Th* 

Yovth'i Companion, June It. 
Hngglna, Dorothy. Que Li Vn En Bblu,*** TA« Book- 
man, March. 
HUhner, Leon. Niobt, TA« Bookman, April. 
Holginn, E. J. V. Ahzuca,* Th* Boiton Trmueript, Apr. 

98. 
Humphrey!, Mary. AwAKXimn), ContMnporary V»nt, 

March ; ** Dawux' I " Cont»mporary Vono, March*; 

SruKO, Contomporary V«r»*, May; A Ncw-WoKU> 

Rdiw, B**d^i MiTTor, August SI; Nothimo Sniov^ 

RMdifi Mirror, Sept 91. 
Hunt, Richard. Jdni, Tkt Pottry Journal, June; Ths 

ScAoixT Tamaou, Pottry, A Magatint of Fgrti, Sept 
Hunn, Clarke Fox. Thc Ladohiu, The Pottry R*vi»w of 

Amtriea, February. 

Inglls, Antoinette. An Elflamd Stoit, Tht ToMth'i Com- 
panion, Aug. 9. 

Inman, Arthur Crew. Fatb. Ax EnacH»,** TXt Stratford 
Jommat, December, 1916; Hoxon Soira,** Tht Strat- 

S9S 
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ford Jounat, December, IBlBj Ik vbx Ciow'* Nwt/ 
Th* Stratford Journal, December, 1916; Sona or tax 
Soitth-Sba God," Th§ Stratford /owraat, December, 

isie. 

Imtes, Lanrence Edward, I Go lo Kux,* Th* Boittm Tram' 

leript, August. 
Iris, SchsrmeL Lax* Michioax at Niobt, Thi Oui Mam, 

WAB-Tin Cbaolk Saxo, Yovx Neiohboi aitd Mini,** 

Pottry, A Magaixn* of V«t»», SepL 
Ith-KUbor, Judith. Paue Dawk,* Th* LyHo, Msj; Im- 

niMracnoii, TAa Lgrie, August 
Ish-KIshor, Sulamlth. On t&b East Sum, Th« Lyric, May. 
ItIds, FeTTy, Cjtxptifa, Th» Lyric, June. 
Iwaoa, HomeL Tri Ccv of Darkhus {trantlator, Emnci 

TiiTJBxa), rft# Stratford Journal, March. 

Jacobsen, Moor. Verses, By tkt PupilM of th* St. John'i 
TeehiUeal High School, Winnipeg, Canada. 

jRmlsoD. Roscoe C. Nnno Soldiers,* •• The CrUi*, Septem- 
ber. 

Janvier, George W. I Walk THionoa DARSxxi>ra Aulrs, 
Conttmporary V*tic, April. 

JaUToIsh, Simon. VERna, By thg FuptU of St. John'* Tech- 
meal High School, Winnipeg, Canada. 

Jenlcs, Tudor. A Timelt Petitidm, The Ontlook, July 11. 

Jeimings, Leslie Nelson. Ballade oe JEKisrtEt,* The 
Bookman, Pebruar^r; Bi.ack Maoic, The Mauei, April; 
ETiKOEMEirr," The Minaret, April; Hiohwats,"* Th4 
Mtu$ei, August; Leap-Dbir,* The Madrigal, A Maga- 
zine of Love Lyrie*, August; Nixe, The Minartt, Jan- 
nar^; Tm Cirr, Contemporary Vtri; Mardi; The 
WiKD or Death,* The Mattet, Septemberi White 
Lii.AC,* The Madrigal, A Magaiine of Lave Lyrie*, Sep- 
tember; YoDK Etxs are Like the Sea, Conleptporary 
Veree, January. 

Johns, Orrlck. Dilbkha,*** Poetry, A Magaxhu of Verie, 
March; Old Youth,'** Poetry, A Magaxtne of Veree, 
March; Saloiu, The Poetry JountaJ, January; Stau," 
The Staart Set, September; The Answer, The Smart 
Set, December, 1916; The Damci,* Contemporary 
Vtrie, October, 1916; The Door," Poetry, A Maga- 
zine of Vert*, March; The Horns or Pkace,** Poetry, 
A Magaxine of Verte, March; The iKTEirRzTEB,"* 
Cotaem/porary Veree, Octolier, 1910; Thb Mau Woxax,* 
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OoMlMNpofary V»n», October, 1916 j Tai Ou> Wma, 

TA« Pottrj) Bwitw of Am^riea, December, IfllS; Tbb 
An Tots," Pottry, A Magaziin of V*t%; Hardi; 
Vai*. H. D. J,* B—d^i Mirror, Apr. 27. 

Joluu, Peggr Baird. TULnrx, Tkt M<uit», September. 

JohOMm, Btirges. His Tinpixa, Earptr't liagazint, No- 
vember, 1916; Thb Nubbeit, Bvtryhodi^t Maga^n*, 
Pebru«i7; Waiir Daddt Sivoa," Evtrybody'i Maga- 
xJM, AprlL 

JduisoD, Georgia Douglas. To thk MAirruD,*** Th* Cn$t$, 
Mar. 

Johnson, Ida Judith. Thb Buhop, Contemporary V*r*«, 
November, 1916. 

Johnson, Robert Underwood. "Ajin Tmst"" Th» 
ToutX'i Comptadon, Mar. 1; Thb Lmu Room or 
Dbbamb,** Beribntr't Maga^^M, August; The Vicna 
OP THt Huint, IxsouBui TO JoaPH Jacoi^s Cnuu 
JoFPiB, Mahichai. di Pmakce, Tht NrtB York Tim**; 
Two Futoi Upok WEvrmNma Towns, Aran, 90, 
1917,** The Indapmdent, June 3. 

Jdinson, Rosslter. A Book RE-OpEinii,** The Madrigal, 
A Magamne of Lao* Lyriet, August; A VAuinun, 
The CoUnmade, Febmaiy. 

Johnstone, Julian. WurootKi Palu, The CathoUo World, 
May. 

Jonas, Rosalie M. Baixais nas Bbllbs MiLATaAisns,** Ths 
Art World, July. 

Jones, Charles C. Goon Advice, The New York Time* Mag- 
oxtM, Dec. SI, ISie. 

Jones, Howard Mmnford. GAaoonssi A EvirisE,** Com- 
ttmporary Verie, December, 1916; Libbabiaxs,** TIu 
Midland, A Magazint of the Middle We$t, June; No- 
TixBEB OX TBB Dums, Poetry, A Magadne of Vtrie, 
December, 1916; Phomoumt,** The Midland, A Mag»- 
line of the Middle Wett, June. 

Jones, Ralph Mortimer. Tbb Two Towns, The TovtV* 
Compmion, May Si; VBaaiAoi, The Tovth't Compan- 
ion, Feb. 15. 

Jaaea, Ruth Lambert. HAuon- B. Ckaio (Vebduii — Juur 
16, 1917},** Tha Botton Tranecript, August. 

Jones, Jr., liomas S. Thb Gixat Posn,** Harper'i Mag- 
azine, April J To Maddb Adams,** The Ifew York Timee, 
Mar. 35. 

Jordan, Charlotte Brewster. A Vnrr to luLAint, Tkt 
7o%ik'e ConponloB, Apr, 19. 
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Sayee, Jamea. A FLomEB GmK to Mr DAvoHm,** 
Pottry, A VagaxtM of V*ri«, Mayj Fuxm, PottTy, A 
MafftaitM of Verte, May; SiOBXPaa, Poitry, A Maga- 
xm» of Vtr*4, May; Sihples," Pottry, A M.agaxnu of 
Vtr$», Hay; Tdtto ■ Sciolto,** Pottry, A MagaxbM of 
Vm4, May, 

Eetir, Blanche. The Miukm.* Tht Calholie World, Sept 

Kelkf, Ethel The IUiitt Dat, TA« Youth'* Companbm, 
Mar. I. 

Kelsey, Minnie (Louisa Manning). VauEt, By the PupOt 
of th4 SL John'* TtehtUeal Bigh School, Winnipeg, 
Canada. 

Kemp, HaiTf. CixorAisA Dead, Th* Bmart Stt, October, 
191S( Tbb AnoEL'a Aktrek, Th* Ind»pmda»l, Dec 
11, 1916; The Leatuu Bouoh,* The Bmart Stt, Septem- 
ber; The Menu's Coxfuint, Tht Bmart Btt, October, 
1910; The Wakdek'b Sou, Tht Smart Stt, Septembert 
TowAMM Dawh, Tht Forvm, Jvlj. 

Kennedy, Charles W. Hbk(»t, Beribntr'* Magaxliu, June. 

KeonoD, Hany B. A Book Review, Bttdy"* Mirror, Feb. 
16| Black Gdk, Rttd/t Mirror, Dec. 15. 1916| Caxou- 
FLAOE, Rttdtft Mirror, Sept. 7; Fboblch, Bttdj^i 
Mirror, Not. Si, 191Bj Pitcboloot, Bttd^t Mirror, 
Har. 33. 

KeDf on, James B. Rekakxiice, Harptt'* Mogaxint, June. 

Ketcham, Arthur. A Waiti-Soxoe Foa CiuTRiuasE,* 
Th« Yomth't Companion, Dec. 21, I9I0. 

KUlacky, SJ., U. H. «Nou Me Tamoeie," Tht Calholie 
World, April. 

Kilmer, Allne. A t>m*ciic Fobm io Deeoeas,*** Berib- 
ntr"* Magazine, March; Aoe Ivrrtrnvo,'" Th* Ovtlook, 
Mar, U; AicarnON,"* PhOadtlphia Public Ledger; 
DoloiHT'a Gaedew, Beribktr't Magaxine, Jannar]'. 

KUmer, Joyce. A Blue Vauittike, Foe Auve,*** Pottry, 
A Magaxine of Verio, MBrcfa; Robes,* The CathoUo 
World, Junei The Aitxdmcutioii, Tht Queen'* Work, 
Jvtjt The Sivoixo Gibl, The CathoUo World, October, 
191S; Tbe Trobh,* Po«fry, A Magaxine of Veret, 
March; The Visitation, The Queen'* Work, July. 

Kimball, Francis T. Betbatal, The Lyrie, June; Miam I 
Be Pbiitce, Tht Madrigal, A Magazine of Love Lyric; 
August 

Kimrarl, Stanley Preston. Vespebs, The Lo* AngeU* 
Graphic, May 5. 
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Xing, AUce. Cuatiom, Th« Smart 8«t, December, 1918, 

Kinney, MurieL Mr FttuHD ih« Catiibd,^* Pott Lor; 
iiununer Number; Tax Tvn," Pott Lort, Summer 
Number. 

Kirkland, Jeanne. Good Btz, Tkt Uatttw, Marcb. 

Kolora, Mary B. SruHO FAiTHnji.»e>B,''* Tht Bookvum, 
May. 

Knevel^ Mary Eastwood. Thb HiLia, Pottry, A Maga- 
tint of Vtrtt, May; Wood Paths by chb Sba, Pottry, 
A Majfoxmt of Vtrtt, May. 

Knish, Amie. Opd* 344, Othtrt, January; Opm 3U, 
Othtrt, January; Ofdi 360,** Otktrt, January; Opm 
3T1,** OlhtTi, January; Ctroa 380, Othtrt, Januaryi 
Ofdi 389, Otktrt, January. 

Eoopman, Harry Lyman, Thb CiirTBirinAi. of Kian' 
PoBm, LowDov, 1817/ Tht Botton Tranteript, Aug. I. 

Kraft, Thoma«. Viasaa, By tht Pupil* of tkt 8t. John'* 
racAnfml Blgh 8ehool, Winnipeg, Canada. 

Kreymborg, Alfred. AoAtir, Pottry, A Maffcuditt of Vtrtt, 
April; Bell, Tkt Pottry Journal, February; Coua^ 
■HIP,** Pottry, A Magtuint of Vtrtt, April; Diaor,** 
Pottry, A Maffoxint of Vtrtt, April; Jdite, Tht 
Pottry Journal, February; Lake*, Pottry, A Uaga- 
xint of Vtrtt, April; Love Was Dead, Pottry, A 
Magazint of Vtrtt, April; Luu, Tht Pottry JourntJ, 
February; OxHEaa, Tlit Pottry Jovmal, February; 
PlllfKB,* Tht Pottry Journal, February; Selt Ea- 
TEHi, Tht Pottry Journal, February ; Sia Hobbuuk- 
Bor, Pottry, A Magaxint of Vtrtt, April; The No- 
BiLTTT, Tht Sevtn Art*, August; Tubs, Th* Pottry 
Journal, February; 1914, Pottry, A Magaxlut of 
Vtrtt, April. 

Kuder, Blanche Bane. Tm Faibt Towx, Tht Lyrie, 

Kueffner, Louise MalilnckrodL The Laxd op Dsimi, Tht 
Minartt, March; The Wiitd of the Woiui, Tht Mi»- 
artt, December, 1916. 

L., M. I, Too, Wai Wtim Vraa Lnu, Tht Porgt, Febru- 
ary. 
L., I„ Spidbe Somo,* Tht Forgt, November, 1S16. 
Lackey, Alexander McK. Soxubt, Tht Mantt, May. 
Lacoste, Lucie. WAmiro, Tht Smart Stt, December, 1916. 
I^ird, William. IimBLnDE, Tht Lyrie, July; ScBincAiiir- 
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HuxK IV PimBCTOH,* Contemporary Vtrit, Norem- 
ber, 1916; Taa Amchoi, CoMtrnporary Vtr»», Aprll{ 
To A MovxTAUT Pbax, OtnUtrnpontry Vtnt, Novem- 
ber, 1916t To a. New Tutms, Conttmporary Vtrt; 
February; To a Yovmo Mam, ContMtporarjr F«rM, 
November, 1916. 

L«mb, Louis Albert Matru Gbow Wmii, R«§djfi Uir- 
Tor, Jane 93. 

LunptoD, W. J. Act aitd Ainsr, TA* Art World, June. 

L&nied, WilUam Trowbridge. Baludc or the Last 
St«aw,» B««dg'i Mirror, July 97, 

Lswrencc, D. H. Ox the Balcont, TA« Lyrie, August; 
REiuuBcnoR, Pottry, A Magatiku of V*th, June. 

Lawrence, Josephine. Mehobt,** Tft« B«Umm, Feb. IT. 

LedwMge, Francis. Tai Stlph,* TA« Madrigal, A Maga- 
dfM o/ £oe« Lyriet, September. 

Lee, Agnes. Bach at the Oboait,* TA* Tottth't Compa»- 
ion. Mar. 32; Evemimo, Pottry, A Magaimi of Verte, 
M«yj The AirawBB,*' Pottry, A MagaiiSn* of Vm*, 
Mayj The Doli,'** Pottry, A Magasma of Vtrtt, Mayi 
Tbb Duah Chiid, TA« Po»try Rgview of America, 
Februaryi The Qusn, Th» Poetry Bevtete of Amtriea, 
February. 

Lee, Muna. A Somo of Hapfivbbi,* Po»try, A Magaxiiu of 
V»Tn, August; Ax Old Gbief,* Th» Smart Sit, July; 
But Stili, Tk* Smart 8»t, February; CoircKmiriKO AUi 
THE P(sn or Au. the Woeld,* T\t Smart Stt, Sep- 
tember; ConpEMSATtOH,* Pottry, A Magaxmt of Vertt, 
August; Cbxbsis, TA« Smart Stt, June; Go Oire Acbom 
the Hnxa, Th» Smart Stt, February; It » Ohlt Theit, 
TIU Smart Stt, April; Mahhath,* Pottry, A Magadtu 
of Vtrtt, August; Shadows, I-II,** Pottry, A Maga- 
zAm of Vtrtt, August; Somo fob a Habf,** Tht Smart 
Stt, January; Thb Dbbahei, Tht Smart Stt, Decem- 
ber, 1916; Thb Pbbfbct Soxa, Tht Smart Stt, October, 
1916; Thi Stabs abb Colobed BLonom, Tht Smart Stt, 
November, 1916; The TsTFr, Tht Smart Stt, May; 
Twimoht Somo, Tht Smart Stt, December, 1916; Wi" 
THOooHn OF Mt Lovb, Tht Smart Stt, July; Wnro- 
blowm, I-III,* Pottry, A Magaxint of Vtrtt, August; 
Yov, Tht SmaH Stt, June. 

Le GalUenne, RIcbard. Hokbwabd Bonn), Barptr't Maga- 
Btne, Octoljer, 1916; Sailino CoxPAinom, Barptr't 
Magazint, Februaryi The Lor Pabadue,' Barptr't 
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Mat/iubu, April; Tbb Wood Nticph,** Harptr't Maga- 
zitM, August; Whbm I Ak Vbet Ols, Harptr'i Magor 
Oat, November, 19IS. 

Lebr, Maiyetta. MoiHiM'a Diw, TA« £o« AngtUt OraplA), 
May 19. 

LeUnd, Robert X>eCamp. Hbxobabilu, Tk* Poetry Joht- 
nal, Julf . 

Leonard, Dorothy B. At Houhhoe Bbach," TA* C*ii- 
(tirjr Magatint, August; Mt Dauohixb'b Hum,* T%« 
C«nf«ry Magaxitu, April. 

Leslie, Shane. Oiuvio Dii,"* SeribiuT'i Magaain*, March. 

Lewln, Albert. Fket o^ thb Wihd," Tht Pottrg /ourao^ 
February; " I Ax Nsvn Msur W&iir I HejU Swxn 
Monc," TAa CJoIoihhkI*, October, 1916; The Puna,** 
rft« Colomuidt, December, 1S16; Twruoar, T)m Pottry 
Journal, Febmaiy. 

LcTtn, Lottie. Vebdh, By the PupOt of tiU 8t. JoWt 
Teehnieai High School, Winnipeg, Canada. 

Lewis, Charlton. P»o Patua,**" Tht Yalt RtoimB, Jtity. 

Lewis, Jaf. Mooir-WA^roiRiNo, TA> Boofantm, April 

Lewis, Katharine Park. Tat Worui is Ftm, op Bomxt 
Lads,* Conttmporary Vent, May. 

Lewis, Margaret Yeluiw Lbatm, The Smart 8»t, Pehro- 
ary. 

Lewis, Nancy. Rhtked Raoovt, The ho* Ang*U* OnipMe, 
Jan. 6; Rhtked Raooitt' The Loi Angtlt* Oraphle, 
Dec. 16, 1910; REmtSD Raoout, Tk* Lot AngeUt 
Oraphie, Dec. 31^ IQIS; Rhtked Raooot, Tht Lot A»- 
geltt Oraphie, Jan. 20; Rktked Raoout, Tht Lot 
Angtlt* Oraphie, Feb. 3; Rhtkcd RAOOtrT, Tht Lot 
Angtttt Oraphie, Feb. IT; Rbtkhi Raooct, Tht Lot 
Angtltt Oraphie, Mar. 3; Tax WonDEarcn, Ybae {Wh/. 
LUX J. Locke), Tht Lot AngeUt Oraphie, Dec. 9, 1916. 

U PO. DEDNX, TKAMSLATD) nOX THE CBHrBIE OF Li Po 

KT Saiaki and Maxweu. BomiTHEtK, Tht LittU Re- 
rimv, June; GB)nT.T-DBDiTK Wokait, ikamslaibo rtox 
THE Chikcse of Li Po bt SAaAKi akd Mazwbli. B<x>eii' 
KiiK, Tht Little Review, June; Mouiitain-Top I^ktlb, 
tkakslated fsok the CmifBn bt Sasaki and Max- 
well BowNHXiH, Tht LittU RtvUw, June; PEintKB- 
RtxtKBaAircE, teakslated fsok tre Chinese or Li 
Po BT Sasaki and Maxwell Booenheik, The LittU 
RtvUw, June. 
Ltebennan, EUas. Soldini, Vaudevilu VioLnnfi,* Bvtrg- 
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body** Magaxhu, Febnuiy; The Qusn of Pmior,** 
Puek. 

Undsaf, VaclieL Haik Twaiv and Joait op Abc,** Foitrg, 
A Magazm* of Vtr**, July; Niaoaba, Pottrg, A Maffo- 
zAm «/ r*rM, Julf ; Om Mochbe PocAHOXTAa,** 
Pottry, A Uagaiin* of Ttrte, Julyi The BaoNrHO 
Thai Wobtd Not be Bbokiit of Daxcuto,"** Th» 
8tvm Artt, August. 

Ling Chea-Plng. Houe TBOvoBn nox the Hii-u (t>an>- 
UTKD nOH THE Chikbie bt Hemst C. Fbmk), Th» 
Stratford Journal, June. 

Linn, EdJth 'Wlllia. A Mabchiko Sono fob Akebica,** 
Lif«, July 13; Thb Rtnx,* Ptanotit Maffoxbt*, Dereni' 
ber, 1916; To a Wbibtle Blown bt a Hot,* TA« Chrit- 
tia» R»giit4r, Dec. 7, 1916. 

Linn, Mabel. Madsiqal, Pottry, A Ma^axin* of Vtr»», 
Maj; SniMO, Poitrji, A Magaziita of V«rit, May. 

LlTcsay, Florence Randal Mr Field,** Poetry, A Maga- 
line of Vtri; NoTcmber, 1818i Rdihemian' Lotebb."* 
Pottry, A Magadno of Vtrit, November, 1918; Sono of 
DEPABruBB," Pottry, A Magazint of Verie, November, 
1916; The Kaub*,*" Pottry, A Maganne of F»rM, 
November, I9I6. 

Uppmann, L. Blackledge. At Pabtiko,* CorUtmporary 
, Vtrit, October. 1916. 

Long, Hanlel. To Nbvabx, Tk« Nfwarktr, September- 
Orfober, 1916. 

Long, John Luther. The Moov m the Moat, Pbom *hb 
Japahebe, Ctmttmporary V*rtt, ApriL 

Lonjis, Pierre. Fob the Mokuxeiit of Lb Coim tiE 
Luu (tbanrlatbd fbox the Fbench bt Ceua I^dub 
Cbittehiom), Pott Lort, Vacation Number. 

Loving, Pierre. Dawit ra thb City,* Tht CathoUe Wortd, 
Sept; SiA Viuoir, Tht Colonnadt, February; To Ma- 
OAKE Sarah BEBNBAHm, Tht Colormadt, October, 1910. 

Low, Benjamin R. C. laxat Uirmo Statzb,*** Tht Bot- 
ton Tranicript, Feb. 7; UMDEaaBonKD, The Pottry Bt~ 
Vitw of Amtrioa, November, 1916. 

Lowell, Amy. A Lovei,'* Pottry, A MagaMnt of Vtrtt, 
March; Autuhnai, Eduikox, SerVmtt'* Mayaasint, Sep- 
tember; AuTUKV, Pottry, A Magaxint of Vtrtt, 
March; A Yeab PAnss,*'* Pottry, A Mai/axiae of 
Vtrtt, March; Befobe Wab li DECUiEti,'" Tht Bot- 
fo» TruHtcript, Feb. 98; Deiolatiom, Pottry, A Uaga- 
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xi»4 of V«T*a, HATch; OmLurtiox, Poetry, A Magit- 
tint of Van*, Hsrcb; Docdkbmt,"* Pottry, A Magor 
xAm of V»rit, March; Bthbueba," Pottry, A Magaxlm* 
of V«Tt», Hard); Bvchaiis Amazonica,* Good Homw- 
lUtpiag, Aprlti FwnAx, Th# Stvtn Artt, November, 
1910; FiDM CnxA,"* Pottry, A Magazint of V#r*«, 
Much; Gtm* u Km: awd thb Guat G*n SwiKoa,*** 
TA« S«Dm) Art*, August; Illvuom, Pottry, A Magaxittt 
of Vtrtt, March t Jtn.T MniMiaHi,* The Lyrie, July; 
MsDHATioir," Pottry, A Magazine of Vtrtt, March; 
Ombu CeiNOm,** Tht Talt Btvitm, January; Ok a 
Cbbtaiit Cunc,*** Tht Littlt Rtvint, March; Ova of 
TBI "HuHDUD ViEwa OF Fdji," ar Hokdiai, Pottry, 
A Magatmt of Vtrtt, March; OaAtioi at Mnauiiiai, 
TAa Baotn Artt, April; Papk> Pnasi, Pottry, A Maga- 
atiM of Vtrtt, March; Sia-Blde anii Blood-Red,*** 
Sorth Amtriean Rtvitm, April; Snim,** Aoaptid 
Fiox TRi roET Yakdka SAHJiir, 1769, Pottry, A Maga- 
lint of Vtrtt, March; Sdkihikb, Pottry, A Magazmt 
Qf Vtrtt, Marchi The Batbei,** Harpir't Magaxiat, 
August; Tbb Bekakiho Out of the Fiaoi,** Tht Ja- 
dtpmdtnt, June 2; The Cakellia Tbee or Matsijc," 
Pottry, A Magoaint of Vtrtt, March; The Duvrr Hoim 
Glah, Tht Indtpmdtnt, Mar. S; The EMPEtot'i Gak- 
Vtv,*" Pottry, A iiagazint of Vtrtt, March; To a 
HuiBAKD, Pottry, A Magiuint of Vtrtt, March; 
l^ADsa, Tht Talt Rivittp, January; Whxiam Blake,** 
Tht Tall Btview, January. 
LowT^, Perrln HoIums. Ax Old Vtouv,* Tit Colomiadt, 
February. 

M. and M. Paunti, Tht Forgt, February. 

H. D. Two COHiEmxHEHn, Tht Maittt, October, 1918, 

M., O. T, Tm Chiui, Tht Forgt, February; The Fathsk, 
Tht Forgt, February. 

M., M. S. BoiTDAaE, Tht Calholie World, July. 

M., V. LuuAKT, Tht Forgt, February. 

MacDonald, Francis C. Optika Mbhobiab,* BerOtntr't 
Magaxhtt, Norember, 1918. 

Hacbar, J. 8. Ok Golocftha (ikamsuited fioii the Bo- 
HiMtAK BT OiTO Katodc), Pott LoTt, VacBtion Num- 
ber. 

Uaclntyre, Carlyle. An MAniM, Tht Lot Angtlti Orapkic, 
Uaj 12. 
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Hackftf, Isabel Ecdestone. Kuixa nr Acnox, Th» Pormm, 
July. 

UftcKaf ^ P^K?- BuoT 90 Wiuox, TA* I»dtp4ndetd, Not, 
^ 1916{ Lu Sosma (To M.«.ir« Sakah BEuraAaiiT),** 
Th< Boffom Tnuucripf, Maj 18; Liuxxecbt oi Hohbii- 
zoLLBix, Tft* Indtp*ndf»t, Apr. 36; MAacBiwo With 
Papa Jorwax, A Soko to FiFn aks Dbuio,* TIU Bo*- 
to» Tratueript, May 13) Rumia, I91T, CoiU«tnporaTg 
V»r»», Aprll( Thi Battlk Caix of Auxaxcx, A HTwr 
FOB Munc, TJU ifaiD York TitMt Magaxbu, Hay 6. 

MaOef, Angustiis David. Atr Aichamobl'! Quut, TA* 
CoMotio IFoWd, ApriL . 

Hamit Dorothea Lawrence. Caotix-Gloit,* T\» Bottom 
TrmuoTipt, July 39. 

Mann, KarL Mt Ultiiiar Last, Th« Lytic, AngnaL 

Uanning, Frederic. Aitagibontic, Pottry, A MagtaAma of 
V»T$«, Jannarjr. 

HarcoTkl, William. Vebri, By th4 PtiptU of <A« St. Joktf* 
Ttehnieal Hiffk Sehoot, Winnipeg, Canada. 

Harkham, Edwin. Odb Bbubtuio Tbojcab, Tft« /udepfwd- 
«rf, Oct 23, 1918. 

Harks, Jeumette. Bbsidb tbb Wat, Th* OiUlook, Feb. T; 
H» Name?*" Th» Bttlman, June 83; Thb Tiiib," Co»- 
Umporary Vitm, January. 

Harkiwe, Dlantha Home. The Milkweed Bud, Th* 
YouM* CofflpamoM, Sept, 13, 

Hanhall, Marguerite Uobers. "Who Hath Desibed thi 
Sea,"*" AinMltt'* Magaxina, 

Hartin, Lannle Haynes. Rbxthiok. Th» Lot AngeUa 
Oraphie, June 1S{ Widowhood, Th« Lot AngtU* 
Oraphie, June 18. 

Masefleld, John. Thz Choigx, Contemporary Vtrtt, Jan- 
uary! Thb Wax to pBB»«cnoM,"* Th« Yalt BtVims, 
April; Thb WnfD-BAiBEn, Tht Yal* Rtmno, October, 
1916. 

Masters, Edgar Lee. Bothooo FknHiia,*** Tho YaU R»- 
vino, January; CBunvAS at Indiax Point,** B««d^* 
Mirror, Dec. 15, 1916; Dbab Oid Dicx (Ix MaimT 
DP RiCHABD £. Bvbke), Btody't Mirror, Aug. 10; Mt. 
Calv,** Rtedy't Mirror, Jan. 91; Mt Lioht With 
YoiTSi,** Rttdy't Mirror, Apr. 90; FttLuiro the Tooth, 
Bttdy't Mirror, May 4; Th> Lake Boais,* Bttd^t 
Mirror, Feb. 9; The LEmm," Btedy'i Mirror, Mar. 
30; Thb Loom,**" Rted^i Mirror, Aug. S; To-mobbow 
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n Mt Bbthdat, Rttdt^t Mirror, Sept. I4i Widow La 
RuB,'^' R«ad^M Mirror, Jan. 19. 

Hastin, Florence Ripley. A Mahhattak Yun, TI14 
Mat»»i, March ; Aptn. Nioht, Tk» Matiti, June j 
DiTAD, The MoMiet, Jvij; Ths Old-Fuhionxd Gam.- 
ims,' Tkt MoMitt, July; Thi Tucbbi Spiam,** Tht 
MatttM, May; To Ohe I^otid, Th4 Man§M, August 

Mabon, Noirnan H, PaoPAQAimiTTt, Th§ Matiti, March. 

Hayer, Edwin Justus. Soxyn, The Mat$ti, September. 

Haynard, Theodore. GaAxmrDi,"* Tkt Catholic World, 
April; Matkb Duolata (To Maxoaxbt Pbaui),* Tlu 
Catholie World, February. 

Hay si, Kadra. Gtpst Sovo, Tk« M<um§; June; Ths 
Fkak^c-Tiuvb, Tht JV*v York TUmi Maga^nt, May 9. 

McCarthy, John RusseU. Daesiu, Thi Smart Btt, May; 
Dandcuow,* Tht Smart Set, April; Pixi,* Contem- 
porary Verie, January; Violtt, Contimjiorari/ V*r§e, 
March; Wild Rom, The Smart Set, May. 

HcClure, John. Baluid or Ha Own FiaEsim:,* The Smart 
Bet, February; Cabol, The Smart Stt, December, 1916; 
Cbamiok Naivi/ The Smart Set, September; Biy> 
SoNo," The Smart Set, August; Fiku,* 31U Smart 
Set, July; HoHAoi, The Smart Bet, April; Hokc," 
The Smart Bet, July; I Codlb F<noivi, The Smart Bet, 
Hay; Tai Cklts, The Smart Set, October, 1916. 

H<Court, Edna Wahlert Scaiu* Wimos, Poet Lor; Va- 
cation Number; Thb Clouu Womah, Poet Lore, Vaca- 
tion Number; Tm Dbbeit, Poet Lore, Vacation Num- 
ber; The Lost Loth, Poet Lore, Vacation Number; 
Thb Lonu,* Poet Lore, Vacation Number; Thb Wa- 
m Lilt, Poet Lore, Vacation Number; Wbmbwblib, 
Poet Lore, Vacation Number. 

McGuckln, Mildred Criss. Dawit, The Colonnade, Decem- 
ber, 1B18. 

HcGulrk, Regis. VEBSE^ By the Pupil* of St. JohWt 
Teeki^eal High Behool, Winnipeg, Canada. 

HcCnllough, Annie Willis. Fathbb'b Dat, The YoutVi 
CotnpatUon, July 5; The Road to Sfobt-Book Lamd, 
The ToMtk'e Companion, Aug. S. 

HcGlffert, Gertrude Huntington. Tm Retkoh or thb 
MomcTAor,* The Poetry Review of America, December, 
1916. 

McGlD. Anna Blanche, Sdmdowit to the Cnr, The Mid- 
land, A MagaziM of the Middle Weit, NoTcmber, 1916. 
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HcGUl, Chu-lea. Gin Ua Tan Dat, Tki Oathalbi World, 
December, 1916. 

HcKlnney, E. L. Nbxt to Puu Rkammo Matbb, Th» 
Cmmtrf Magatin*, Msj; Otn Who Bsirann, 7A* 
Ctntury M<iffaxt»«, Mardij Thk Pitiabu Piiiauiir and 
Hu Awkward Atpet i tb,** TA« C»ntury MMOxfnt, 
October, 1916; Vna Lnu LmKAmt, Ths CmUut) 
Maffotitu, ApriL 

HcMuUen, I^sarL Thk Chalunoe,* TA* Ovtloot, May 
SO. 

HcNaugfat, Elmond FrankUn. Cut Moaimra, Pottry, A 
Magai3m* of Vtr»», July; Sruiro Hokmiwo, Po«try, A 
Magatint of V»r»*, Jul}'. 

Hedusenbaupt. Jkauust, TA« Man»», March. 

Hedburst, Francis. Thz Cniuwiw's laLX, Harptr't Mag»- 
7in», NoTerober, 1910. 

Mercontlnl, LulgL The Guantb of Sapm, Pott Lor«, Win- 
ter Number, 1916. 

Mcsquida, Anna Blake. Thk Citt of HmrAtu, Th» Nnt- 
arktr, September-October, 1918; Tmianra,'* Th* W«W- 
arktr, September-October, 1916. 

Hetcalf, Thomas NewelL Tubkuh Dick, Tha Century 
Magazliu, March; Virrt»Tuxi.Tt Fakkt, Th* Cantury 
MagozMo, June. 

Midiebon, Max. A Poush Gikl, Pottry, A Magaxbte of 
F«na, March; Piu, Poetry, A Magazine of V*r*e, 
March; Gom,** Poetry, A Magazine of Verie, March; 
KmowUdob, Poetry, A Magast»e of Veree, March; 
** Newi-t SmmmD," Poetry, A Magaxin* of Veree, March; 
NiBKT Moods, Poetry, A Magazine of Vtne, March; 
Off, Poetry, A Magasine of Veree, March; On a Wnror 
AFmiTOON, Poetry, A Magazine of Veree, March; 
Platinq HcnaE, Poetry, A Magazins of Veree, March; 
PoiTBAn, To H. M., Poetry, A Magazine of Veree, 
March; Thb Adtsuait, Poetry, A Magazine of Veree, 
March; Tbaveuo, Poetry, A Magazine of Verie, March. 

MIddleton, Scudder. A Wdkaw, Poetry, A Magazine of 
Veree, March; IirmunM, The Poetry Jow*al, Ja%- 
oarj; Thi Bilovid, The Poetry Bevtea of America, 
JaDuarj; Tm Lor Cokkadb, The Poetry Beviem of 
America, February; Thb Pom,*" Contemporary Veree, 
JoDuarf ; Tm RnrrBV, Contemporary Veree, February; 
Tbi &aTANT,** The Madrigal, A Magazitte of Love 
Lyriee, July; Thi Sisahoi*, Poetry, A Magaxint of 
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r«r**, April; To an Out Codtls," Pottry, A Xaga- 

xtnt of Vtrit, ApriL 
Mlkl, RoftL Ox TBI Gum * (Eunice TMjeni, trmulator), 

Th» Stratford Journal, March. 
HllUjr, Edna SL Vincent. ArmwooM' ox a ' Hux,** 

Pottry, A Itagaxhu of V»ri», August; Kix to Sokiow, 

Pottry, A Magaxiiu of Vtnt, August; Tbk Lnru 

Tatxir,* Pottry, A Magaxiiu of V»ri», August. 
Hllkr, Alice Duer. Tbk Raiuoad Statiox, Th» Iftw Ro- 

pmblic. Not. 11, 1916; To Rbmomi, Th« Ntm RtpvbHe, 

Not. II, 1916; A BuAn axd Bdtiu Lrrm, Tkt Ntw 

Btpubltti, Not. II, 1916. 
HlUer, J. Corson. At yhc Gkati of Rufeit Bhookb ** 

(Yooiro Enqijih Soldo!I-foet, killed bt iOirmoKi xw 

THI DAnnAVKLLU, AMD BUIIED IK THB GuIK IlLAXS OF 

Scnoe ix AniL, 1913), Tht Botton Tranteript; Saltk 
Rboima £rima,** Tht Catholie World, August; Tu 
DiAO AsiBOxoMZB," Ntw York Tim»». 

Miner, Jessie S. Axd Yct,* Beribntr"* Magatin», M«rch. 

Mlno^ John Clolr. Bin the Land o* Dbbaiu Cooo-bt, 
Tht Youtk'i ComponUm, Jan. 19; BmRB's Visit to 
DsEAifLAN'D, Tht YovtV* Compdnjon, Jan. 18; E 
PLOtiBut UxiTic,* TA« Youth'* Compaitton, June S8; 
jACK'ix-THi-PnLnT, Sermox, Th» Youth'* Compattion, 
Apr. St The Babt Pax, Tkt Youth'* Companion, Apr. 
13; Thi Bot Axn the Plao, Th» Youth'* Companion, 
Jane 14; Thi Swout or ABTHom,** Th* Youth'* Com- 
panlon, Ma^ Hi; Wkex April is ok the Wat, TA« 
Youth'* Oompanio*, Mar. 89. 

Hllcbell, Rutb Comfort. Ix the Court of Aedxdaxce,** 
'Ih« Poetrg Rtvitw of Jmeriea, October, 1918; To 
J, W., Th* Ctntury Maga^n*, KoTcmbrr, 1916; Vbxe- 
TiAx BoAis, Th* Ctntury Magaxint, October, 1916. 

Hlxter, Florence K. A Gherk Coffrr Hocsr, Th* Ma*i»*, 
August; Elbot,** Th* Mtuiti, July. 

Honnette, Orrs Eugene. A Rivirt, Th* Lo* Ang»l*» 
Oraphk, Mar. IT; Exo or the Roao^ The Lot Ang*l** 
Oraphie, Dec 2, 1916; Hofe, Th* Lot Angth* Graphic, 
Dec 16, 1916; The Mabsb, Th* Lot Ai^tlti Oraphie, 
Feb. S. 

Monroe, Harriet A Lbtrb op Pabbvbll,** Pottry, A 
Uagazin* of V»r**, January; To W. J. C.,** Poetry, A 
Magazint of V*t**, NoTembcr, 1916. 

Uweland, John Richard. Gitt*,** Th* Minartt, June; 
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Tuu, TJt4 Miwirtt, December, 1916; The Limro Lb, 
TA« Madrigal, A Maffazint of Love Lfriei, Septemberi 
What Woitui You Givi ? *■ Tk« Mktartt, April ; Waiv 
I AH Dbad, Tht Minartt, November, 191G; Wmt&lbm^ 
TA# Madrigal, A Magasiat of Lovt Lfrie$, September. 

Morgan, Emanuel; Hay, Elijah; Knlsb, Anne. Push ox 
THi PBBnMT State of Pcxtkt,** Oth«n, January. 

Morgan, EmanneL Orvt 81, Othtri, January; Orui 88, 
Othfn, January; Opm OS, Tlu LUtU RtvUa, July) 
Onst &T, Otiuri, January; Opm 103, Otheri, January; 
Opdi lOe,** Oth»rt, January; Orui IIS, Oth»n, Jan- 
Morgan, Edwin J. Sba-Sowo, Tht Colomiadt, December, 
1916. 

Morky, Cbristopber. Eleot Wuttsm' ra a Coxrwncr CoUr 
Bin,** Tk« Ctntury Magazine, February; O. HimT — 
Apothicaet,** Everybody't Magaxnu, February; Ox 
Fmn LooEiKQ tina a Subwat Bzcatatiom,"* Th« 
CentuTif Magaglna, March; Fidokb^u," Tht C*»tttry 
Magazint, December, 19IS. 

Morton, CarreL Rxtebib Otbk a DBin-TAiB, Tks Mati»t, 
June. 

Morton, David. A Diskeb, Tht Smart Btt, June; Av OiB 
WoMANi Ik Wai-Tihe,**' Tht Btllman, Nov. S5, 191S; 
Horn, Tka Smart 8»t, December, 1910; Ikkobtaus,** 
7ft« BtUman, Aug. 4; Pkaktojo, Tht Fottry Journal, 
February; RzauKaAii,** Tht Pottrj/ Joume^, February | 
Revxi.ation', Tht Pottry Journal, February; Reterik,* 
Tht Smart Stt, September; That Dat Yotr Cave, Tht 
Smart Stt, December, 1916; To 0»e Dead,'* The Ctn- 
tury Magazine, February; Wheh I ak Dead,*' The 
Pottry Journal, February; Wiluax Wimteb," T\t 
Century Magazine, September; Yon, The Smart Set, 
July. 

Morton, Johnson. A Fine Soiutiox, The Touth't Com- 
panion, May 17; Half Past Eioht, Tht YoutKt Com- 
f anion. May 24. 

Morris, OUvettc. Av Afteutooii Stiou, The Touth'i Com- 
paniott. May IT; Sewino in the Gaedin, The Tonth'i 
Companion, Sept. 6; WAmNO foe Santa, The Youth't 
Companion, Dec. 14i, 1916. 

Morrison, John. If Okit Waxts Coxe Tide I Tht Tovth'e 
Companion, Jan. £5; The Emftt Neh, Tht Tovth'e 
Oompanion, Nor. I^ 1910; Tbi Fabm Whebe the 
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PAum wu A BoT,* Th4 Touth't Companion, Aug. DSi 
Tbi Piooviuje Picmc, Tht Tovih'i Companion, May 
lOj Thi Dat or Washixotom, Th4 YoiUh't Companion, 
Feb. 15; Thb Modhbiiobux,* Tft« PowtA'« Companion, 
Sept. 13[ Tm Thue Poipoiies, Tht YontWi Companion, 
Jjdy 19; Wht the Eieiho Bon asb AimAro of Sakta 
CLAxn, Tht FotUk't Companion, Dec. 31, 1916. 

Howrer, Faul Scott Mnr ox tbb Mocn, Poit Lora, Vaca- 
tion Number; Obdbb, T\» CtnlitTy Magazine, JannBtyt 
Thx Phaxiox Waihcewoiiab, P(?*< £or*, Vacatloo 
Number; Thk Voick op thi Dzad, Pott Lort, Vacation 
Number. 

Hulr, Harjorie. Sovo, The Smart Btt, April. 

Mulr, Henij D. Tbb Mubdeius,* Conttmporary Vtrtt, 
October, 1918. 

Honkittrfck, R. K. Toioct'b Stamp Book, Tht Tonth't 
Companion, Hay 31. 

Hnrpbf, Cbsrles R. Maittm of Mhpatth," Tht Nation, 
Mar. 92; Tbi DB(nm> Ctmimv, Tht Midland, A Maga- 
zino of tht MiddU Wttt, AprlL 

Hurpby, Ethel Allen. Tki Lor Lots,* Tht BmaH Btt, 
July. 

Huse, Will D. Thi SsHnT,** Sonthtm Woman't Maga- 
zint, Auj^tst. 

Myrrh, Hugb. Bur Skluis, A LiBuno res WBrtiMO 
Chap»* (By tbe Autbor of One), Tht Forgt, Februaiy. 



N., C. A. Flowxu, Tht jtf{tuir#f, June; Vmoir, Th* if te- 
ar* (, December, 1910. 
Neft, Bertba. Mood, Tht Poetry Rtvitw of Amtrtea, No- 

Tcmber, 1916. 
Negri, Ada. Tbi Lrrnji Soldus UNKHOinr (tVAmLAim 

noM TBB Itauak nr Eudolph Aliioccbi}, Pott Lort, 

Vacation Number. 
Nesbttt, Marian. To a Fihwd, Tht Catholic World. MaM'h. 
Neumann, Victor. Vbuu, By th« Pupilt of tht St. JoJm't 

Ttehnieat High Behoot, Winnipeg, Canada. 
Nevin, Hardwicke. Gm. o' Wnp,* Conttmporarg Ttrtt, 

May. 
NkboU, Louise Townsend. A Pkatsk, Oood Houttkttping, 

December, 1916. 
Noble, Rose Gary. FtrunjairT,* Seribnet't Magaxint, Jan- 
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North, Jessica Nelson. A WAunKa,** Th» Ctntmry Vaffm- 

ibit, AprU. 
Northeross, Eleanor Hammack. Tm Dsad D^uawta,' 

Tk§ Yottth't Companion, Apr. 19. 
NofreuM, H. O. Pdm axd Hu Taxl, Th« Indtptndtnt, Dec, 

4, 1910. 
Koyes, Alfred. Gnom or the Nbw Woud," Tht BooJt- 

nun*, July; Kilubnt,** Th» Bookman, June; Out Cat'x 

Stoix-Aloxo,"* Th* Bookman, Juncj Pbikcxton' iif 

Wu Twz/ 7ft« Outlook, June 13; Wmust,* 7%a 

Bookman, June. 

O'BoIger, T. D. CorxacLS or O'Rioboait, Tbk Raim- 
XAKSi,''* Pottrg, A Uagaxine of Vmt, December, 

igis. 

O'Brien, Edward J. Flowir,** TKt LittU Btvitw, AprO; 
FoAH,** Th» Littlg RevinB, April; Fob Onb Wso 
Went (I. M.i Joseph Mait Plckktw),"* TA« Btrat- 
ford JowrwH, March; The Shevhbbd Bot,** Bertbntr'* 
Magasin*, November, 1918. 

OTonnor, Armel. ArFOBXiONUEKT, The CatkoHe Wortd, 
October, 1916; Tas Wim Viboins,* Tkt Catholie World, 

OTonor, Korrc^s Jepbwa. Goodetb,*** Tk» B«lhnan, 
Mar. 84; Iv Hucosiah: Pbakcis Lbdwidob (Killed dc 
Acnow, Jolt 31, 1BI7),"" Th« Jfrat York Tribvnt, 
Aug. 16t Tbb Lwtejjem (With a Copy ov Walteb db 
LA Mabb'b Book), Th» Sonntt, No. II. 

O'Donnell, S.S.C, Charles L. A Road to Iueukd, TIu 
Catholic World, March; Maitin' or Todbs, Pottry, A 
Magazmt of Vent, December, 1S16. 

O'Hara, John Myers. Etocatioit, Ths Smart Stt, October, 
1S16. 

Oppenhetm, James. Ahmica,*"" Th» Stvta Art; March; 
GoLDEK Dbath,** Tht Ctntury Magazmt, October, 
1916; \tx tub Pattsb of Okihoi7S Foeebodikq Da'T*,"* 
Tht 8evin Arti, August; Mekobieh of WHimAX axd 
Lincoln-,'" Tht Seven Arte, May; Mobkiko and I,* 
The Ctntary Magazine, September; Our, Everybodi^* 
Magaant, December, 1916; Pbeloiie (To "Cbxatiok" — 
A Dbaka)," The Bmen ArU, January; The Ancukt 
Of Days," The Lyrie, August; The Sono or the Uf- 
BisiNO,"** The 8tv«n Art; Sept.; Undbb thb Bbu,** 
Everybody t MagaAtt, November, 1 916, 
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OTooIe, PbeUm. W*xmxvroii Pni oi Tbx Pvwue Bvna- 
urot or MsmavE Hat, R*»dift Mirror, Mai. 9. 

OtT, Betty. Thi Fouut, Pottry, A Ifa^otAM of Vtr»», 
Jnlr. 

Ostrejr, Ethel Vnna, £y tU P%piU of th» St. Jolm't 
Ttchntcal High Bokool, Winnipeg, Canada. 

P. S. M. A ViaMwnvx, Th* Forg», Febnuuy. 

P, E. W. Rm Cboh, Thg Mtuttt, Septcrober. 

Pearl, Sarah. Vcub^ By tA« PnpOt of tlu St. John't 
Ttolmieal High Bekool, Winnipeg Canada. 

Paget, Reginald. Cnnnu ox tax Hdimok,* Bi»ppUm*»t 
to Tlt» Lyric, Junej Evbitimg,* Btipp}»m»nt to Ths 
Zryrle, June; Too, 8wpfl»m«*t to Th* Lyrie, Junei 
MtninNa, BuppUvunt to Th» Lyrie, June; Nooir,* i8«p- 
pUm*nt to Tht Lyrie, June; TuNiunox r«oM 
Goetre'h iPHiaaNiE Auf TAimii,** Supplement to Th* 
Lyrie, June; TKAmuTiov or Tkb Soxo of th« Paxcu 
nox GoiTHi'i IpHiOEiriB Aor Tauiii, S*ppUm*nt to 
th« Lyrie, June. 

Paine, Albert Bigelow. Tm SiAn Duameb, Sarpn't Mag- 
axiat, tfovtmbtr, 1916. 

Paradise, Viola T. Clothts, Poetry, A Magatl»e of Verte, 
August 

Parks, M, M. Much, The ToiUh'* OompaiAm, Mar. 8. 

Parmentler, Plorlan. Lbs Lakousi Da La Nitit, The Smart 
Set, September. 

Parrilti, Emma KenytML Thi Fnr of Anathotr, The 
Colonnade, January. 

Parsons, Mabel Hohues. Mwt, Pott Lore, Summer Num- 
ber; Tai Faktast or Lire, Pott Lore, Summer Niunber, 

Parsons, Mary Catherine. Mt Vauvtixb, The YoMfe 
Oompanitm, Feb. 8. 

Pattee, Florence M. Mbut Mat, The Tovth't CompimUm, 
Mays. 

Pattersoo, Antoinette dc Conrsey. Bxchaiitid LAint,** 
The Madrigal, A Magatine of Lme Lyriee, September. 

Patterson, Marjorle. PizuoT'i Answxb noic thb 

TlKNCHEI." (?) 

Patton, Bess Hafer. Tarn BonDon Ciocx, The Poetry Jour- 

lul, March. 
Patton, Jr., George S. Hiobt — RroHT, The Lot Angelei 

Qraphh, June 23. 
PattMi, Miriam Keep. Thb Cioce, The Maeeee, Waj. 
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Peabodj, Josephine Prestoa Au. Sotru* Eve,** Th» 
Pottry Btvinc of Ammea, November, 1910. 

PembertOD, Mnrdock. Cscea Skcqow, Bttdg't Mirror, May 
18. 

Pennypacker, Grace F. What Babt Waoti, Tk» T<mtV* 
Companion, June 91- 

Percy, William Alexander. Fuuilhiht, AnxB a Battu; 
1916,"** Th» North AToerioa* Be»i«w, January; Iir Oui 
Yard,"" Th» BtOmm, Aug. 85; Ovbbtoke^"* Ttu B»^ 
man, Mar. IT; Saxctdut," Tk» B$ttman, Job, 30; Thi 
Mak IK WHtnt*** (Akbulamck dutbu nox tbs 

nOMT TEU^ THAT TO THE OlIETOniLT WOmTDED AUNX 



m), Tk» B«llma», 
Apr, SI; Thi Soiro You Lovs,* Oonttmporary F«r*«, 
Moy. 

Pettee, Florence M. Thb Iitcbmib Jax, Th» Po4try Jimr- 
nal, February; Thb Who-Bho, Tkg YotUht Com- 
panion, Sept. 9. 

Phlliips. Charles Francis. Air Ois MASmFiECE.* Tk» 
CathoUo WorJd, Sept; Munc,* Tk« Catholic World, 
July; Tkb Cuksok Sirov (BrnHLEHiK, I91S),** Th» 
CalhoUo World, December, 1910; The Souiieb'b Motsu 
(Fbok a LETTEa FSoic THE TiEiTCHEs),* Thi CathoHe 
Worid, Uay; Uuca* Injurn IIeteit, TK» Lyrie, July. 

IHckthBll, Marjorie L. C SnroiKO CniuaEv/* Tkt 
YofUh'a Companion, Dec 14, 1916. 

I^r, Arthnr Stanwood. Shifbiiildbu, The Boiton Tra»- 
teript, July 39. 

FInckney, Clara. The Sdmmbb Boaimis, Tht TonW* Com- 
panion, Aug. 9. 

Plulfer, Alice. Flowilak,* Cont«mporarjf V»rt», April; 
SniNv TiuacPETB, Conttmporary Veri«, April; Thk 
Lilt, Contemporary Vtrtt, ApriL 

Piper, Edwin Ford. Avkie,*** The Midland, A Magaxina 
of tht Middle Witt. Mardi; Babied Wax," The Mid- 
land, A Magamne of the Middle Weet, January; The 
BOT ON THE Peaibie,"* The Midland, A Magatlne of 
the Middle Weit, March; Bbeazuto Sod,** The Mid- 
land, A Magaiine of (ha Middle Weit, February; Bt 
THE Road, The Midland, A Magasdne of the Middle 
West, January; Day Boites,* The Midland, A Magaxine 
of the Middle Weet, January; Me a hit rile,*** The Mid- 
land, A Magazine of the Middle Watt. April; Oxcs ax 
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A Tiu, Th> Mtdhnd. A Magaxhu of the Mtddlt Wtt, 
Januarf I Ttx Ciirn a Bcihel, Th» Midland, A Maga- 
z>M of th» Middle Wttt, April; Thi Cbdsch, Tkt 
Midland, A Mag<ain» of the Middh We*t, April i Teb 
CowBOT,* TJu Midland, A Magaxine of the Middle 
Weit, JamMrr; The DutnoHT," The Midland, A Maga- 
lOtte of the Middle Weet, February; Thb Fou at thi 
Rivu, The Midland, A Magazine of the Middh Wett, 
FebrDaryt The Ghamboppebs," The Midland, A Maga- 
xine of the MiddU Wat, March; Thi Houb THiir/* 
The Midland, A Magaxine of the Middh Wett, Jsn- 
IU17; Ths Latf AxTELOFi, The Midland, A Magaxine 
of the Middle Wtet, January; Thi Monti, The Mid- 
land, A Magadne of the Middle Weit, Jannarj't Thi 
PiAHDt Fill,** The Midland, A Magarine of the Mid- 
dle Weet, Fcbruarj; Thi Rrm Okci Mrai, The Mid- 
land, A Magaxine of the Middle Weet, Mardi; Thi 
ScHOOUitnmuB,** The Midland, A Magaxine of the 
Middle Wett, March; Tbi Sbtrjei, Th4 Midland, A 
Magaxine of the Middle Wett, Jamtarj'; Thb Sod 
Hour, The Midland, A Magaxine of the Middle Weet, 
Febrnarj! Thb Wiu, The Midland, A Magaxine of 
the MiddU Wett, Febmaryt Tbb Wbu. Dium, The 
Midland, A Magaiine of the Middle Wett, Febroaryt 
Thb WivraaLL, The Midland, A Magaxine of the Mid- 
dle Wett, February; Thbeb Pib Ceitt. a Mokth, The 
Midland, A Magazine of the Middle Weet, April; Wa- 
TBK Baueu, The Midland, A Magaxine of the MiddU 
Wett, February. 

I^tt, Chart In Raiitbow Laitd, The New York Tfmee 
Magaxine, Apr. 99. 

Phinkett, George Noble, Uravia. The CatholU World, No- 
vember, 19 IS, 

PoU, H. J. O. An- Ur-To-DA«B Wao, The Lot AngeUe 
Qraphie, June 23, 

Porter, Charlotte. Qdoth the Dfce,' Poet Lore, Winter 
Number, 1916. 

Porter, Ethel Hallett Wooa Haoic, The Lot Angtlet 
Qraphie, Dec. S, 19IS. 

Porterflekl, O. A. Iw HoarrrAL, The BeUman, July 29. 

Potter, Hlriam Clark. A Pbam at Hamt Hiohlaxm, The 
Yomth't Companion, July 86; Dbiams roa Thibb, The 
Touth't Coinpanion, Feb, 81 Thb Saxbhait^ Wdi, 
The TtmWt Companion, Jan. 11. 
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Pottle, Emeiy. Iir Italt, Sarpar't Magazim, June; Tbx 

Dat'b JoDKirET, Good Hoiuekttpiag, iTuly. 
Pound, Eu-a, Thbie Caktos, I,** Pottry, A Magaxhu of 

Vartt, June; Tbbsc Cantm, II, Pottry, A Magaxht* of 

V«Tit, 3iiij\ Thisb CANTOi, III, Poetry, A Magaxiit* 

of Vsris, August. 
Powell, Arthur. IiittictMAViox, Tht Bookman, March. 
Powel, Jr., Harford. A Lima to W. Pbibcb nr Pabii,** 

Cottttmporary V*r*«, December, 1916. 
Powers, HabeL Av Iioaoou THANKwrmca,''** Tft« Out- 
look, Not. 9?, 1910. 
Pratt, Anna M. A Mat Fbolic, Tht Tovth't Companion, 

TAaj 10] A WiNTBR Blaxket, Th» youth'* Compainon, 

Feb. 1. 
Price, C. A. Uaiatn, Seribnet't Magaant, Febniary; 

Whbk School Baaiyf Aoain, The Youth'* Companion, 

Sept la 
Price, N. O. A Jtn-T Jikou, Tht Touth't Companbm, 

June SS. 
Pulsifer, Harold Trowbridge. Phantoms,* Tht Outlook, 

Jan. 3. 
Putte, Donttby. Vsasai, By tht PvpiU of th» 8t. John'i 

Ttehnioal Bigh School, Wimilpeg, Canada. 
Putte, WInnlfred. VBitEf, By tht Pupil* of th* St. JohWi 

Ttehnical High School, Winnipeg, Canada. 

R., H. IiriELLBcniAi. Ihhibitiok, Tht Ua*t«*, July; Qunr, 
Tht Jiaifi, Jul]'. 

R., S. LiMEi Wuttbm iir a Babhb Shot, Tht Forgt, No- 
Tcmber, 1910. 

Ragsdale, Lulab. The iLimiATE,*' Th« Pottrg Journal, 
AprlL 

Randall, Herbert Gcpitei Soiro,* Tht Bo*ton Tranteript, 
Apr. 2S; The SowaMTM-E Path,* Th* Youth'* Compan- 
ion, July fit WHEtr Jahu the Pifib Cokes Back,* Ths 
Botton Tranteript, August. 

Rapbael, Alice. Phaxioiu, Tht Stvtn Art; June. 

Raymund, Bernard. At Sdwsbt, Tht Midland, A MagaxX** 
of tht Middlt Wt*t, June; Lachitmai Reidk, Tht 
Pottry Jottmot, Marcb; The Lovers, Tht Potlry Jour- 
nal, March. 

Redpath, Beatrice. The Cat, Tht Smart Stt, November, 
1916. 

Reed, Edward Bliss. The Dawn,** Tht YaU Bnitm, 
October, I9I6. 
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Reed, Joba. Hovital No«^ I-III, Pottry, A Vo^mAm 
of V»T*9, August 

Reedf, Wijllun Marion. Taa CovanuoM, Oir a Pamoui 
PAuraixo or thii Tnu >r Chaxiu Fbibl,** Bttdg'a 
Mirror, Apr. SO. 

Beest^ LUette Woodwortb. A Soiro, Tin Lyric, Jnne; All 
Hallowi,'* Ths Smart B»t, Nomnber, 1916; Aiuniv- 
lUMT,"* Th4 Sonntt; Lilac DtnK,** Thi Midland, A 
Magaiiitt of th» Middh Weit, Septnnber. 

Rdcb, Jr., Heniy. Pumin, TA* MattN, April 

Rcthy, JoMph Bemud, Axra Siir Mnn, Tib Pottty 
Journal, July. 

RIee, Calc Young. Atavibm, Ths BtBman, Aug. 11; Qim- 
TioMt, Tft« C*iU«ry Afa^oxlM, Maf ; Thi PLAnnMAX," 
7A« fi«Dmm, Feb. 3; RsTOLunoir," 7ka CMlnry Mag- 
aain*, June. 

Rice, Frederick Gamett You, Th» Masit*, October, 1916. 

Rich, H. TfamnpBOn. In a Bhwoalow, 7A* Jfiulri^al, ^ 
Va^oznM o/ £ov« Lyriet, September: Loxanro, n* 
Mongol, A Magaxme of Loot Lj/riet, Jul]'; Nora,* 
Tk» Pottry Journal, Jannar^; Pofht,*" Thi Pottrjf 
Journal, January ;-Pno«CHinca, TA» Pottrg JouT*a$, 
January; QoAtnuxr, Tht Pa»try Journal, January) 
She Sikui, Tk» Madrigal, A Magatint of Loot Lyriet, 
Augoat; Thk Scnm-HAK," The Forum, July; " W<mat 
WrrHOD* Ewn, AmckI"* Tk» Pottrj/ Journal, Jan- 
vtitj. 

Rldi, Ula. FioziiT HiAar, Poairy, A Magadno of Vti; 
Jatji PaAm, Poatry, A Magaiin» of V»r§*, Jvlkji 
Thi SKOWnOBv, Pottrg, A Magarhu of V»ri; July; 
Was, Poetry, a Magaxin§ of Verte, July. 

Rldiardaoii, Jamea E. Tbb Bumtt Shoi (Niw Jnnr 
Pike Babrbn8),** Conttrnporarg Vtrit, October, '16. 

RIckard, Oswald M. Kirmui Lakh, Tk» Youth't Oompa»- 
ion, June 91; The Atiatidn Meet, Th» ToutK* Com- 
panion, Sept. 3T; Thk Foumni iir thi Aicnc, The 
Youth'* Companion, July. 

lUIke, R^ner Maria. A Gkavb Hon (Sarah T. Barrom, 
trantlator). Poet Lore, Winter Number, 1916; Anruiar 
Dat,"* The Bookman, October, 1918; Pimbktucint •• 
(Sarah T. Barrows, tranelator). Poet Lore, Winter 
Number, 1916; Tm Amwu"* (Sarab T. Barrowi, 
tranelator). Poet Lore. Winter Number, 1916. 

Rlttenbouse, Jes^ B. Mr Waoi,** Good Bouttkeeplng, 
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Angnrtt Siuvcs, TA« Poetry Jowmal, Jamurj; Tbb 

GHOfTLT Gaixbt, TA« Pottrg Jowmat, Jaouaiy; 

Woini,** TJU Lyiie, July. 
RiTola, Flora ShufeK. Thi Mothu'b Msnixa, Tkt 

Mat»M, July. 
Roberts, Dorothy Gwynne. Air Vvksowv Pbikcem (Lixm 

ox TBM PuNmro kt Lxorauo da Vimci,* Tfu Book- 

Roberts, Mary Eleanor. The Ntir CuBBicuixrit,* Tht Bo»- 

ton Tranieript, Feb. SB. 
Robliu, NelBcoi. On Gbowuto Ou, Ths Art World, July. 
Robbuon, Corinne R. Uuh,*** 8erib%»r'» Magaxiiu, 

Robiiuon, Elolsc Clttib Swim at Davit,'"' Th« Fottrf 
R&oim of Amsrica, Febroaiy; Swiat^hof Plowbu,* 
Thi Matt*; September; Wax,"* Pottry, A Magazkt* 
of Vtnt, May. 

Rodker, John. BecAim Soke Lotes, Pottry, A Magatm* 
of V»tm; Jnoe; Diad Quxxns, PoHry, A MaffoziiM of 
V*r$t, June; Ix a Gaxdiit, Po>(ry, A Magaxtnt of 
VgrM», June. 

Roaenberg, laaac Bibax or Dat im thi TasxcHES, Poetry, 
A Magaxhit of Vtrtt, December, 1910; MAECHnra, 
Pottry, A Maffoant of F«r«», December, 1910. 

Rosenthal, David. Paqliacco, Tht HtuMt, AprlL 

Roth, Samuel Antn," Th» Boilon Tratueript, June T; 
AFni THE Feast,** Tht Boiton Tramtoript, May 9; A 
Lor Sniiro, Contemporary Vrte, April; Deguea- 
Tioii,** The Botton Tratueript, May 9; Eabth Lottos 
Not, The Boeton Tranteript, June T; Gnons, Contem- 
porary Vine, February; I» I Shouu> SrnAz, Contem- 
porary VtTMt, January; Ik Mbmobt of Reoutau) 
Paoet,* BvpplimnU to The Lyric, June; Let Mb Be 
CAUf, The Jfinartt, March; Sbellet, Contemporary 
Varie, February; SHOnu> You Tubn rsox Me,"* The 
Botton Traueeript, May 9; The Wamderee,* The Bot- 
ton Tranteripl, June t; Tuples, Contemporary Verie, 
January. 

Roe, Lars. The Idsai. Diath-Bbd, The Smart Bet, AprlL 

S. C W. The Abtir*! Roitdbad,** The Forge, February. 
S., E. S. To A ScHOOLicmEESi,** Tht Maitet, September. 
Sabel, Marx G. Ew Pabbaiit, Contemporary F<rM, Jan- 
nary; A BuaiEMUE Quits, Contemporary Verte, April) 
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TBI Cowvaaoa, Oonttrnporary V»nt, April; Thi 
FounciAK, Conttmporary V«ti«, ApiiL 

Suiue], Maurice. Rxkhoeuko Now, Th» Lyrie, AugnsL 

Suiboni, Mary FttUy. Thk Bauxl Stave,* Tli» Petfry 
Jountal, Angtuti Thk Kuuaal at Rziks,* Tht Botto» 
Tranteript, May 9; Tm Vtaaa, Bttdi^t Mirror, May 
18. 

Saidmni, Robert AMen. Cbakiu Csapum,** Tkt Poatrg 
J<mmal, Mardi; Thi Iilakd,** Pottry, A MagaOn* of 
V»Ti», J11I7; To Waldbn," Pottry, A Magaa^ of 
Vtrn, Julf ; Watchinq m Faiuki,** Tk» Pottry B»- 
VJMP of Am4rUa, Januaiy. 

Sandburg, CarL Abclaide CaAPSET,*** Pottry, A Magcusina 
0/ VtTit, April; Aux, Pottry, A Magattn* of Vtr*0, 
April; Basv Faci, Poetry, A Magaxhu of Vino, AprUi 
BiucoKU,* Poetry, A Magazint of Vtrit, April; Cbh 
CAoo PoxT," Pottry, A Magazlnt of VeT$», April; Fni- 
tooi, Pottry, A Magamnt of VoTit, April; Gabodtik, 
Pottry, A Magazint of Vtrit, April; iM Tall Gbai*,**" 
Pottry, A Magaxhtt of Vtrtt, April; Loam, Pottry, A 
Magazint of Vtrtt, April; Moon, Pottry, A Magiain* 
of Vtrit, April; Moox-Sbt, Pottry, A MagatiM of 
Vtrtt, April; Old Tikzu,* Pottry, A Magaxint of 
Vtrtt, Sept.; Pbairie Watbes, Pottry, A Magazint of 
Vtrtt, April; REPETiTio>ra, Pottry, A Magathu of 
Vtrtt, April; Stbeet Wiitdow, Pottry, A Magaxint of 
Vtrtt, April; Tai Yeae, Pottry, A Magazint of Vtrtt, 
April; Thbow RoaBS, Pottry, A Magazini of Vtrtt, 
April; Wheixh, Pottry, A Magasin* of Vtrtt, AprlL 

SapUer, WUllam. Praub, Pottry, A Magaxint of Vtrtt, 
April; To—, Pottry, A Magaxint of Vtrtt, April. 

Ssplr, Edward. Tke Moth, Tht Miitartt, June; The 
Mcnc OF THE Stbeiei, Tht Minartt, June. 

Sawyer, Ruth. Bovdaoi, Good Hotutketping, June. 

Schaff, Harrison H. To Evaumv," The Pottry Btview 
of Amtrica, December, 1918. 

Schauffler, Robert Haven. Lon Sosa, Tht Minartt, April; 
The HABHoirnEa or Heavbit, Tht Lyric, July; The 
WerrE Cokiai«,* TAa Owfloofc, Jan. 94. 

Schankal, Richard. Wikd or Jithe {tranilMon tttan the 
German), Tht Minartt, December, 1918. 

Scboonmaker, Frank M. O Poet, Pottry, A Magaiint of 
Vtrtt, July; Thi Beook, Pottry, A Magazint of Vtrtt, 
Jolyi The Busbu, Pottry, A Magazint of Vtrtt, July; 
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To A SfiMxuva Pact or Cbtral, Pottrg, A ttt^mitM 
of Vtrta, July. 

Sdiueler, Elsie Luker- To ths Puitcb of Moiocco (LodIbc 
MoUinckrodt Kaeftier, traiulator). Pott Lor», Winter 
Number, 1S16. 

Schufler, Margaretto. Iir *hi Coimm XT thb Wau, TKt 
MattM, Febrnat;; Thb LdTiLi Uolt DncKuna, Tko 
Mattti, June. 

ScoUard, CUuton. A Mnx im Picaxdt, Tlu I*d*p»%dmt, 
Oct 2, 1916; Am Alibx,** Berihn*r't Maga»i*«, Augusti 
Air AiCADiAX, Tha Smart Stt, Julf; Ax Eoyttuk 
Dawit, CoiUtmporary Vtrtt, M&rch; Ak Exiu, Har- 
pfr*! Magcaint, Mardi; GLAXomt, Th« Lyrie, June; 
KxATi, Tho Bookman, Jannaiy; Mt SoNoa, Tht Smart 
Sat, September; Baikbowi, T\» TinUh't Companion, 
Apr. 12; Rmu IX «HB Raiv, Harpn'* Mag<aiin, May; 
Thb Flutu op Faeit/* Th» BaUman, Jan. 6; Thi 
Fboo« of WtsoBAU," Tha Ballman, Feb. 10; Thi LaR 
Rbd Liaf,* Tha DaUman, Dec 3, 19IS; Tax Mokkikq 
WA1.Z,* Tha BaOman, June 16; Tia Rnu-PuTBi, Con- 
ttmporary Varat, Aprlli Ths Sfiut, Harpar't Maga- 
xtnt, August. 

Scott, Cyril Kay. LtoHis at BrxMiKO (All SAiim' Bat), 
The Poatry Journal, August; Off Shou, Tht Poatry 
Jovmdl, August; Oir the Sak Fiaitcuco, Tha Poatry 
iowmal, August; Spbimo ik thb Hiok Dbsebt,** Tha 
Poatry Journal, August; Thk Dbsebt, Tha Poatry Jonr- 
tMt, August 

Scott Margretta. Am Old Wohait io a Yodmo Gbl,** 
Baady'i Mirror, July 13; Pbodtt,** Raad^a Mirror, 
July 13. 

Scott Duncan CampbelL To a CAXAOtAK ArtAtoB Who 
Dud Fob Hu Codmtbt im Fbancb,** Ser^mar'a Maga- 

Sdffert, Marjorle Allen. EFrrAfHS, I-Vll,*** Poatry, A 
Magtuina of Vina, December, 1916; I Am Hebe, Mt 
Belotbd, Poatry, A Magaxma of Varta, December) 
I9I6; Ldatiok, Contamporary Vtrta, January; Mn>- 
acMMEB,* Tha Chicago Trtbioti, Oct. 31, I&IS; No- 
vmsEB Aftsbnooit, Tht Littla Ravine, April; Poa- 
TBATT OF A Ladt IK Bed,** Raady't Mirror, June 8; 
FoasBasioii, Tha Mattaa, March; Sixoalem Love Sokw, 
Tha Mattaa, March; The Fatheb Speaks,** Tha Chi- 
oago Tribvna, Oct 31, 1916; The Ghor, Contamporary 
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Vwtt, Jannuy; Thi iKKoaxAL," Bttdy't Minor, 
Jnlf «. 

Seitx, Don. C. Thi Ya>x or the Emkx, A Ballad, aeW6- 
tM^f Magazim; Jonaaiy. 

Selti, MUdred. Somo or thi Suifim Wiwd, Harptr't Mag- 
atint, August. 

Senior, M. Duam-Lifi, Ths North Ain«riean Rtvitve, 
March. 

Seton, E. Mary. Vnoiir avb Motbkb,** The Qm»w»'i 
Work, July. 

Sexton, Bemfird, Aiholb Ckntbi, Tha Po»try Jountat, 
December, ISlflj Atatum, Th» Pottrg JtmrmO, Febru- 
ary. 

Seymour, Bliss. A Lvixait, Th» Chicago Tribtme, Oct 
31, 1916. 

Seymour, Helen Mlntum. HnmitMn, Th» Youtk't Com- 
panion, July 19. 

ShaU, Matthew. L'amtim Cobdiau,* Th» Botton Tram- 
teript. Mar. IT. 

Shanafelt, Clara. Reuasi, Th* Mattet, October, 1916. 

ShanoMi, James. Harm, The Mattel, September. 

Sharman, Lyon. A Swallow, Poetry, A Mi^axine of Verte, 
July; CLonu-LovxtH Poetry, A Magaana of Veree, Julyt 
Pisa, Poetry, A Magaibu of Verte, July; MAuicum 
AitD THI Gmm, Poetry, A Mayaxitu of Vef»e, Julyt 
PoaCELAiMS," Poetry, A Magazbu of Veree, July; Thi 
Crrr, Poetry, A Magaxine of Verte, July, 

Sbaw, Prances. Bioadwat at Nioht, The Mattel, Septem- 
ber; Limx LomsoHa Soul," Poetry, A Magatine of 
Verie, May; Thi Boun or God, Poetry, A Magaane 
of Verte, May; Tbi Disak Gm,* Poetry, A Magazine 
of Verte, May, 

Sbepard, OdelL A "Nvv," Poetry, A Magazine of Verte, 
March; God*s Pictuu,* The Madrigal, A Magazine of 
Love Lyriet, August; Thi GoLoriHCH,* The Youtk't 
Companion, June T. 

Sherman, Ellen Bums. Ths Eaith'i THtiNoiiT, The Na- 
tion, Jan. 26. 

Sherwood, Margaret Mr Soul, Serihnm't Magazine, AprlL 

Simmons, Laura. Thi Allt, The Art World, June. 

Shirley, Prank A. Im thk Alahida, The Poetry Journal, 
February. 

Skinner, Constance Lindsay. Chuf Capilamo GaziT* Hn 
NAjtUAXt AT Dawn," Poetry, A Magaxin* of Veree, 
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Febnuiy; Spinra to the Eaitb Witch,** Pottry, A 
Uagaxins of V»rtt, Febnunyi Ths Wuj> Womam'* 
I.UU.UT, BeribtMt'i UagiusbM, December, 1916. 

Slater, Mary White. Edbopi — A RBimcMncT,* TA< Fro, 
January; Waiir Smvo Comm Ur thx Ann. Hnj,* 
Th» Matttt, July. 

SlosBon, May Preston. Thk Nation's BriiKN,** TIU 7«- 
<Up»nd»mt, Jan. 15. 

Smith, Dugdale. A Good Pkotidei, TA« Matttt, July. 

Smith, Effie. Adtuxm' Winds, Harptt't Magatiiu, Sep- 

Smith, Esther Mortou. Eastwabd in the " Common- 
WBALTH," Oonttmporary Vtrit, January; Th« Foo 
Dura In, CotUimporary Ftrtt, March. 

Smith, Harry Dugdale. SMouunaiNO Volcanoes, Tht 
Matttt, June. 

Smith, Harir. MoiroFoi.T, Tht Matttt, Mardi; Tun- 
Clock, Tht Matiet, March. 

Smith, Helen Broeir. Hit Gm, The Indtptndmtt, Feb. 
36. 

Smith, Jr., J. Thome. Aumm in rmx Subwat, Tht Smart 
Stt, September; CnasB and Be Meut, Tht Matttt, 
January; Wsat Do I Know of the Was? Tht Matttt, 
July. 

Smith, Lewto Worthington. iMAaB-lMAaiNiNos,** Tha Art 
World, July. 

Smith, Marian. Veibbs, By tht Pwpil* of tht Bt. John't 
Ttdutleal Bigk School, Winnipeg, Canada. 

Smith, Marlon Conthouy. In No-Man's Land,* Tht Out- 
look, July 18i Salutation, Tht Stratford Jourmat, 
June; The Final Stas, Harptr't Magaxme, October, 
1916( VnoftN,* Tht Nation, Apr. i. 

Smith, Nora Archibald. Moiniko in the HAmKirt (Wil- 
LiAKsauBOH Bbidoe),** Tht Pottrjf Rmnmr of Amar- 
iea, November, 1916; The Compassion of tbs Swal- 
lows (A Gauciait Leoend), Tkt TontW* Companion, 
Har. 39. 

Smith, Nhuia May. The Uolt Woman, Th» StttaTt Sit, 
May. 

Snow, Jane. A Childless Wm,** Tkt Matttt, August; 
A MoTBiE, Tht Matttt, August; A Societt Woman, 
Tht Matttt, August; A SoFFBAOitT,* Tht Matttt, Au- 
gust 

Speyer, Leonora. To SAiMT-GADncNs's Statiie ht Roce 
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CuCK CsinmT, Washiitotox,* Seribtur'i Jiagcaim», 
SatmMTf. 

Spkcr, Anne Hlggltuon. Auh Suoii." Th» Botton 
TranMenpt, Feb. 21. 

Spivak, Rebecca. Vuma, By t\» PupiU of tkt SI. John't 
Taehtiieal High School, Winnipeg, Canada. 

Spofford, Harriet Prescott Our or the BAn,* 5eri6Mr'« 
Magaxmt, August. 

Stabel, Luiaa Remondino. The Shephbbobm, Th» Pottry 
Jcmmal, August 

Starck, Maiy. A Soxa or Wimtee, fht Youth'* Compam- 
ion. Feb. 16. 

SUrrett, Vloceot The Max Who Talked with Latat- 
ETTE, Th9 Forum, July. 

Stearns, Harold Crawford. Caoihe, Th» Smart 8«t, Aprili 
Is A HooPRAL, Th» Matttt, March; The JEnxR, Tht. 
Smart Bet, August 

Stepbenaon, Daltf D. Ix DiamEB, The Touth't Compan- 
ion, Dec. 31, 1&16. 

Sterling, George. FABioa Hatkbs' Niece,** Beedg't Jlfir* 
ror, Dec 15, 1916; Past the Buazebi, Collier't 
Weekly; Saiu,** The BeUman, June 30; The De- 
bited Nbr, Seribner't Magazine, October, 1916; The 
Glah of Tike,*** Tkt Bellman, May 19; The Skull 
OF Smakespeaee,*** PearMon'M Magaxint; To Life,*" 
Tke Sonnet, No. III. 

Sterens, James. The Daxoe, The Maiiei, March. 

Steward Mai?. The Yodmo Mex Ije Dead, The Inde- 
pendent, Not. 13, 1918. 

Stieier, K. Akatkexa (tbaxslated fiou the Gcmuk bt 
Mamoabete Mukstkrbebo)," Tfc« Stratford Journal, 
June; CHnj> Voices (tianblated nou the Geimax 
BT Maxoaexte Munrebbbbo),* The Stratford Journal, 
June; DuAus op Waxdebiko (nuNiLATED FBou the 
Gekmax ht MABaABETB MnxRBBBEBo),* The Stratford 
Jonmat, Jmte I Fraucnworth (tbahilated raoif the 
Geekax bt Maboaebte MiTxnEBBEBB)," Tko Stratford 
Journal, June; Mooxuoht Niobt (teanblated feoh 

TBE GbUCAX WT MaBOABETS MVNREEBBBd),** Th* 

Stratford Journal, June; Ox the Shoib (tbaxilated 
FBOM THE Gsbkan kt Maboabbte MvNnxBBEBa),* Tke 
Stratford Journal, June; REnoNATiON (ibakslated 
fboh the Gebkax bt Maboabbte MuKSTiBBEBa ) ,** 
Tke Stratford Journal, June; Rons (tkaxslated nox 
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TBB Gemkait mr Mauairb Hdwirubh),** Tk« 
Btratford Joarmal, June; Siorr Gmsetutm (Taura- 
LATID raou THE GuxAx IT SftiOAiEiB Mini«ni- 
Boo),* Tht Stratford JtmnuU, Jime; Siukt Woe 
(nANiuim noK thi Geikait bt Maeoueie Ujtx- 
(TEUEu),* TA* Stratford Journal, June. 

StephanBon, Stephan G. Ar Close or Dat (tsaitii^ted 
nou TBI IcBUKDic IT Mu. AiAK Johkion), T&« 
Stratford Jowwtl, June. 

Stringer, Arthur. Exnz,* Svtrifbodjf* Magaxhtt, Jsnuaty. 

Stem, Caroline. The Bnn, Cottfrnporarif F«r>a, Novem- 
ber, 19ie. 

Stork. Chortes Wharton. A Sektakt of God, Beedj^t Mir- 
ror, Nov, IT, 1916{ ArFBAMAKCEi, Til* Mimartt, March; 
AcTDHK Bauzt, Th0 LittU Broiaw, April; Duuc 
SoNO, Th« Madrigal, A Magaxbtt of Lov* Lyrtci, Sep- 
tember; Fltino-Fmki Am Ode,*** Tk» Pottry Journal, 
April; Patriot Shamz, The Nation, Feb. 33; Tbs 
Ainn'a Roxdeaii,** Tht Forg», Nov. 9; The Ballad op 
HoaoAir Le Fat,* Th» Lyrie, July; The Dehon Steeds 
Th» Lyric, June; The Haeebeix,* Th« Minaret, April; 
The Whaef at Catamia, Th» Oolonnad», December, 
IBlfi. 

Strahan, Speer. The Crt, Tht CathoHo World, Maf. 

Stuart, Blanche. Qubeb Akihau, Tht TotUh't Companion, 
Sept. «. 

Stuart, HnrleL Bloeeell Nioht,** Pottry, A Magaxin* 
of Vtrte, May. 

Sutherland, Harriet Am Eaetbe Race, Th* Toutk't Com- 
panion, Apr. B; Ome Dat at a Time, Th» Youth'* Com- 
panion, Jan. 4; The Pdusle op Leob, Th» TotUh'i Com- 
panion, July 19. 

Sutherland, Marjorle. The Niqht NiraaE,** Tko Midbutd, 
A Magadn* of t\» Middlo Will, June. 

Swain, Corlnne Rockwell. Ode,** Tht Century Magazine, 
August; Romdel,** The Century Maganine, August. 

Swan, Caroline D. The New Wine, Tht Catholic World, 
July; The SuBniio Csun, The CathoUe World, De> 
cember, ISIS. 

Swift, ElUa Morgan. The Villaob CiimuL,** Beribncr'* 
Maganne, December, 1910. 

Swinburne, Algernon Charles. RECOLLXcnom,"* The Cen- 
tury Magazine, August. 

Sfmons, Arthur. At the Thiee Fodmtaimb,* Poetry, A 
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UagatiM of F«r««, Majt Ix thb Cahfaoha,** Ho**- 

pefi MofftaiH*, December, 1916. 

T^ E. D. ExALTATiotr, Th4 Lot A*g»l*i Orapkie, Aug. 10. 

TagoTC, Rabindranatfa. Ear aitd Wm, Th« liui*p»nd0nt, 
Oct 2, 1918; Mt Piatu," Good Bouiekt»pinff, Octo- 
ber, 1916; Tki Child,* Oood Houiaktapmg, Maf. 

Taylor, Decnu. Am £Aiura-fo»i),* Th» CtnUtry MaffwdM, 

Teasdalc, Sara. A Nomon Nioht,* Sorilmw't Magwdns, 
November, 1SI6; BAiTBa,"* Po»try, A Maffathu of 
' V«ri*, Junej BicAun,** Rtad^i Mirror, June Id) 
Doubt, T\» Lyrie, Jimeg Ebb Tibb, Rtadjft Mirror, 
Jane 11; Hotmu or Dbbahb,* Tkt Madrigal, A MagO' 
titt* of Low Lyriei, July; Luaoxi, Pottry, A Magaxi»» 
of Vtrit, June; Otbu Mbh, The Stuart Sat, Januaryi 
Rinnu,** Pottry, A Magaxint of Vtris, Jmie; 
SCBOOHEU, Ewrgbody"! Magaxint, August; Sphit's 
HOQIE," Po»try, A Magaxint of F»r«>, June; Spbino 
Rain,* TA* Ctaturg Magaant, May; The BaujlB ta 
St. Kbvim,"* Bttdy'i Mirror, Dec. 15, 1916; The Lamt, 
Rfd^t Mirror, June 16; Thb Phiimopbeb,** Oood 
Bomaktfing, December, 1916; The Silutt Batiu* 
(Im Hixobiah — J. W. T., Jh.), Ried^M Mirror, Mar. 
30; Thb SnAwaiBBr Mak,"* TA« BtOmmt, Apr. 1*; 
ToMWHT,* ifcClwf*'* Jfa^oziiM, August; Whdou, Bar- 
ptr't Magaxin*, February; Wood Soiro,*" Pottry, A 
Magaiht* of Vtr*«, June. 

Tench, ImmanueL Tbi End ov Exm, Tka Bomtst, No. III. 

niayer, Stephen Henry, At thb Gbavz of EmuON, Th* 
ColoHnadt, December, 1916. 

Tbomaa, Agneg Haas. Whub Maoic, The Smart Set, Jan- 
nary, 

Tbomac, Edith M. D»o«, The Stratford Journal, Juaej 
Othzb Sojf,* The Madrigal, A Magazine of Love Lgriee, 
July; Stab* im a Will,* The Stratford Jowmal, Junet 
The Kwot ix tk« Skeim,** Everybody't Magaxine, 
ApriL 

Tbomas, ElUabeth H. A Livblt Gake, The Touth'i Cont- 
paition, Har. SB{ A Sokq fob thb Sea, The Foatf* 
Companion, July 19; Linj.ABr, The Mattel, March; 
MoMocBBOitE, The Mattet, March; Old Womaw, The 
Matte*, March. 

Thompson, WllL Mt Sam, Everybody* Magatine, April) 
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Nomr 09 Ciun*, Evtryhod^t Magaxbu, Fcbnurjr. 

Tbonuon, Edward. Vbrim, By tht PtipiU of Hu St. Jok*'* 
Ttehnieal Eigh Sekool, Winnipeg, Canada. 

Thornton, Marion Mallette. Tkr Attic, Harpn't Mag^ 
itn«, July. 

Tietjuw, Ennfce. A Scroui, Fottry, A Magazint of 
V»T*«, December, 1918 j Chinub Niw ¥«»«,•• Pottry, 
A Magaane of V»Tf, December, 1910; Cupmcuc, Tk0 
LUtlt R«vi«m, Jannaiy; Fsbittai, or Dbadom Boaio," 
Tk» LittU R»vi«w, Januaiy; Kufa Yi, Tk» LittU B#- 
vietB. January i New CanrAi Tax laoir Wobki,*** Tk» 
Sown ArU, July; Nioht-Watch m the Lm SATnro 
Station, Tke Pottry Btvitv of AmtHea, January; 
Ora CHimiB AcanAiKTAMCE, Poetry, A MagasiiM of 
V*Ti», December, 1916; PoBTica,** Th4 LUth Bnirw, 
January; Thx Dibak, The UttU Rtvino, January; 
Thi Haih^** Tk» Stvtn Art*, July; Tbi Mo*r-SACiEa 
MonuTAiy,*** Poetry, A Maffoshtt of Vtrte, December, 
l&lSt The Sox tsr Hbavzit, Tke Little Revime, Januaiy; 
Tbi Stoit-Trlub, Poetry, A Magazine of Verie, De- 
cember, 1910; Yiir axd Yako,** Tke Little Revitm, 
January. 

nnckom-Fcmandei, W. G. Bldb Hnx Bat, The NatUm, 
Feb. 1. 

Tobef, Berkclef. Thb Cupplb, The Maseee, March; Tmt 
MoNEiT, The Mtutet, March. 

Tod, The Pioouu of pBomMTioN, Tkg Forge, February. 

Torbert, Alice K. C. Ix DsniriE or Bau HomcExiPLKa,** 
Contemporary Verie, Mardi. 

Torrence, Ridgely. Etx-Wttiixm,*** Sorib»er't Magaxhie, 
December, 1910; SusriroBa,* Poetry, A Magaxine of 
Vtrte, January; The Map (A Fbaokkmt),** The 
Poetry RmUw of Ameriea, October, 1910. 

Towne, Charles Hanson. Ama Rbadiito " A HAiTEvr or 
GiBKAx Vbm«,"* Tke Bookman, October, 1918; Oir 
FiMDHnro A WoNDtarui. Book, Tke Bookman, Novem- 
ber, 1916; Tan Horn of Apmh,** Everyhod'^t Maga- 
zine, April; The Out Lotkuhem,* Good Eomekeeping, 
December, 1916; Tbb Slave, The Smart Set, November, 
1916; To One ix Hbavew,**' Good Hoittekeeping, 
Jane. 

Trask, Katrina. The New Banitbe, Tke New York Timte 
Magaxbu, Apr. lA. 

Trsubel, Gerbude. Fivautt, Tke Poetry Jommat, Deccm- 
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ber, 1916( The Fool,*" Th» PtMtrjf Journal, DecemlKr, 
1910. 
Trench, Herbert P. To Axoliua, Harper's Moffoxine, 

Trombljr, Albert Edmiuid. Echo rftoK " The Houn of 
Lm," " Tht MadTigat, A Maganat of hotjt Li/riei, 
Julyt Fbaxcuca, Tht Colonnads, November, 1916; Iir 
Some Fak Skiu, Th4 Uiaargt, June; Jumi,* Pott Lort, 
New Year's Number; Mr Pipe," Pott Lorg, New Year's 
Nnmberi Newaxz — 1916," Tht Ntwarktr, September^ 
October, 1916; RxiotiiBiAirai,* Pott Lore, Spring Num- 
ber; Sons, Tht Madrigal, A Maga^t of Loot Lgriet, 
August; The Goal, Tht Miaartt, April; Tbi Gout- 
nwcH,"" Pott Lort, New Year's Noraber. 

Trout, Ethel WeudelL CtoasiMO the Feut at Sttkiet, Tht 
Bookman, Febmarf ; The BtmoE, Tht Booktaaa, July. 

True, Ruth. Funs, Tht Matttt, Julj. 

TurbTflll, Hark. Arer Thdcobt, Tht LUtlt Rtviem, No- 
vember, 1916 ; Oh that Love Has Gjme a< All, Pottry, 
A Magaxiat of Vtrit, May; Piatek k» SofHimcAnDX, 
Potlry, A Magtaint of Vtrt*, May; Pdue or Smimo, 
Pottrg, A Magaxint of Vtrtt, May; Sisanoeis, Fottry, 
A Magtaint of V»rit, May; To a Cool Bikscb, Pottry, 
A Magaan* of Vtrtt, May. 

Tnmbull. Grace H. Tubai^aiit, Tht Art World, July. 

Turner, Nancy Byrd. Au.iluu ! TK« Touih't Companion, 
Apr. £; Ik the Rkadin-o-Roox at the Pueuc Lueart, 
Tht Ctntnry Magaant, December, ISI6; NoviiaxB- 
Ti»CE, Tht Yovth't Companion, Nov. 2, I9I6; Thaxk*- 
omua MoKK, Tht Touih't Companion, Nov. S3, 1918; 
The Best Time o' Yeai, Tht Youth't Companion, Nov. 
9, 1918; The Eiro or the DtoroHr,""' Entrybod^t 
Magazmt, October, I9I6; The Lixtui Hducb, Tht 
Touth'i Companion, Sept S; The SiAMnun, Tht 
Touih't Companion, Nov. 16, 1916; Whem the New 
Ybae Gate a Pastt," Tht TotUh'i Companion, Jan. 4. 

Twitchell, Anna Spencer. Bebett,"* Th» Matttt, Decem- 
ber, 1916; Spiiiro, Tht Motif, June; To a MomrrAnr 
PiKi, Pottry, A Magaxint of Vtrit, January. 

Tyupanns. Air Episode in Lir, Tht Matttt, April. 

l^tCbeV, P. DEEAUB (T9AIIII.AnD FEOM THE RiTanAN ET 

AiKAHAM Yaemcukskt), Tht Bootmon, September. 

Uptoo, Minnie Lcona. A Showei tir GKANtiMOTHn'i Gak- 
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Dsir, Tht Touth't Companion, June SO; HorKUD'i Nnr 
Goat, Tlu Ttmth't Companion, Mar. 89. 

UtbliM, Luis G. A SmrNT Moknino * (Alice Stone Black- 
well, tramlatar), Th» Stratford Journal, Autumn Num- 
ber, 1916; Biuw* (Alice Stone Blackwell, trwniUxlor), 
Tht Stratford Journal, Autumn Number, 1916; FmoK 
" Tbc Mamcb Towabd the Iobal " * (Alice Stone 
Blackwell, trantlator), Tht Stratford Journal, Autumn 
Number, 1916; Ok the Laki* (Alice Stone BlackweU, 
tranilalor), Tht Stratford Journal, Autumn Number, 
1&16; SniWT* (Alice Stone Blackwell, trantlator), Tht 
Stratford Journal, Autumn Number, 1916; Thi Lai^ 
SumET* (Alice Stone Blackwell, trantlator). The 
Stratford Journal, Autunm Number, 1916; The Mam 
AT Dawn • (Alice Stone Blackwell, trantlator), Tht 
Stratford Journal, Autumn Number, 1916; The Moo»- 
HEAK»* (AUce Stone Blackwell, trantlator), Tht 
Stratford Journal, Antumn Number, 1916; Th« Scbool- 
Tkachem' (Alice Stone Blackwell, trantlator), Tht 
Stratford Journal, Autumn Number, 1916; Ths Tk- 
[THFB OP THB Blue * (AUce Stonc Blackwell, tram- 
tator), Tht Stratford Journal, Autumn Number, 1916; 
Witchcmaft' (Alice Stone Blackwell, trantlator), Tht 
Stratford Journal, Autunm Number, 1916, 

Untermeyer, Jean Starr. A Man, Pottry, A Magafint of 
Virtt, January; Caded, Tht Stvtn Arti, Norember, 
1916; Raiit, Pottry, A Magaxxnt of Vtrtt, Jonuarr; 
Rebiomatioh, Tht Smart Btt, October, 1916; The Svk- 
HONB, The Mattet, October, 1916; Zamesvillc, Tht 
Mattet, October, 191S. 

Untermeyer, Louis. A Sua Sibzet,** Tht Stvtn Arti, De- 
cember, 1916; A Stbeet Wai-kei, Tht Lyric, May; Bat- 
TLS Htkn of the RumiAif Repubuc,'** Tht Matttt, 
September; Cbbatton,** Qood Houttkttpinff, January; 
DaivEK, Tht Ctnlury Magaxmt, November, 1918; 
Hiohkodnt,** Tht Yalt Rtview, January; In x Miuoi 
Kbt, Tht Matttt, July; Ishiiaei,"^" The Matiti, Au- 
gust; LovEBB, Contemporary Vtrtt, March; Our of thB 
Stoeh,** Tht Seven Artt, July; PoaTaAir of a Fa- 
tvot," Tht Matttt, January; The Eighth Dat, Can- 
ttmporary Verle, April; The Road,** The Bellnian, 
Nov. IS, 1916; The Sueteu,* Tht Matttt, October, 
1916; The Wave,**" Tht Seven Artt, February; To Mr 
SfOTHEB,* Evarybody't Magazine, February; Towaed 
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LuKBTTi A Pmateb, Oood HoMtekttping, July; Wiini 
An Flaio, Tht l£<tt$»$, AprlL 
Untermefcr, Lonla (trsiuUtor), Airoiuam (Heioe), T&# 
SnrMt AtU, April; A Waemimo (Heine), Tht Btvm 
ArU, April; DocisiNK (Heine), Th» Sman Art*, April; 
EnLooui (Heine), Tfta 8»tim ArU, April; Fiok tub 
Window (Heine), Ttii Sntit Arti, Aprilj Lomis 
(Heine), Tht Snen ArU, April; To Gmwu HxBWzaa 
(Heine), T&a Savm Arti, April. 



V, D. * Bt Tbhb Wammt—," Tht Forgt, Febrnsry, 

Van Dyke, Henry. Hokewaui Bound, Tht Boitan Trait- 
(crJpf, May 93; Jeamhe D'Abc Rztchnb, Seribntr't 
Magaxmt, April; Sroui-Mnsic,*" 8eribt%tr'i MagiKdnt, 
January; The Bklu or Mauiiei,** Barptr't Magamt, 
Decemtter, 1916; Tbi Gu»t of Sbipb,*** Boribntr't 
Magaiitu, Febmary; Thi HBAT>in.T Hilu of Hol- 
i,*ini, Barptr't Magaxint, August; The Naxb of 
PuircB,** Tht Outlook, Sept. 19; Wu^MuuV* Berib- 
ntr't ilagaant, December, 1916. 

Van Rensselaer, Mrs. Scbnyler. Thz Bsu^Biron Sfkak, 
Tht North Amtriean Btvitw, July. 

Vu Wyck, William. A Cavkibai. Yabk, T&« !«« AngtUt 
Qraphie, Sept. 10; A RoirotL or Pabtino (Baxd ox tbe 
Pbbkch of Edhohd Habafcoubt), Tht Lot Angttti 
Oraphie, Feb. IT; A Sokket fob Hzleit (Ronbabd), 
Th* Lot AngtUt Oraphie, Hay 12{ A Soxkbt fob 

HzLBir (l^ANCLAIBD FBOM THB FbBITCH OF FnBBB ■■■ 

Roxbabd),* Tht Lot Angtltt Oraphie, July 14; Diaha, 
Tht Lot Angtlti Oraphie, June 33; Emtt, Tht Lot 
Angtltt Oraphie, Sept. 1; ImBBBOOATioir," Tht Lot 
ArtgtUt Oraphie, July 31; On (Fboic tbz Fbbmch or 
PiBBBB DE RoKiAU)), Tht Lot AitgtUi Oraphie, July 7; 
Pibbbot,** Tht Lot AngtUt Oraphie, Ang. 10; Pibbbot 
IxooxtTAm," Tht Lot Angtltt Qraphie, Ang. 30; 
SONO, Tht Lot AngtUt Oraphie, Oct 31, 1916; Sonii, 
The Lot AngtUt Oraphie, Dec 3, ISIS; Sokntt,* Tht 
Let AngtUt Oraphie, July 31; Thi Doth, Tht Lot 
AngtUt Oraphie, Nov. 3S, ISIS; To Htulf,* The Lot 
Angeht Oraphie, Feb. 10; Un» Chaitiov Poto Pn»- 
BOT,** Tht Lot Angtltt Oraphie, July 14. 
Van Zlle, Edward S. Thb Baitlb Htxx or DmocsAcr, 
Tk4 Sne York Timti Magathu, Mar. 3S. 
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VerstMg, Chester. To a Cmu) at Plat, Tk» Lot AttgaU$ 

araphic. Dec 9, 1916. 
Vntorelil, Jacopo. AsAcaxownca (E. K. Herron, tmula- 

tor), Pott LoTt, Winter Number, 1916. 
Von Heidenstui, Vemer. Ftw Lovi or CannTRT (Chsrles 

Wharton Stork, Innulotor), Tha Indaptndtnl, Apr. 9. 
Von Hofmannsthal, Hugo. Cbanos (fratwlotfoa from the 

German), Tk» Uinant, December, 1916. 



W., A. A. (Almost Anj Woman). Rbflt to tbb Eoitoi,* 
Tha Forge, Pebruarj. 

W., B. R. Tbk Shit Adtzmtdu, Tha Porgt, Pebruarf. 

W., P. L. Shop Tauk (Hah ks to Matkb tbb KoawiKa 
Ann THE THSATU}," Th* Forgi, February; Thb 
So>ro Unsvito, Th» Forga, FebruBiry. 

Wade, Blanche EUulKth. ToPsr-TimTT,** Th» Tomtlft 
Companion, Feb, 32. 

WaddeU, EUKtbetb. Fob Ltuc Lasm,* Tlu Matttt, Sep- 
tembeii Makiito a Sar, Tk» liatiti, August; Wray 
OF TRZ NiOHT, Th* Matt**, March. 

Wagstfff, BUnche Shoemaker. A Dado am to Hn 
MoTHia, Th* Mmartt, Janaarf; Aran. Idtli, Tkt 
Pottry Journal, April; Ir I Could Takk Thh Lo« 
Fbom Out Mt Heabt, Contemporary Vtrit, Febraaryt 
IxmtOHBD, The Smart 8tl, Jnne; Mouax Nor foi Mi, 
Tht Pottry Jovmal, April; Nocruim, The Poetry 
Journal, April; Thz Dkeax, Tht Madrigal, A Uaga- 
zint of Lavt Lyriet, August; Tmt Hout-SEEKn, Th* 
Minaret, AprU; Whzn Lira u Doke, The Madrigal. A 
Magas^* of Love I^grict, July, 

Waldo, FoUerton L- Down and Out, Contatnporary V*rt*, 
February; On ths Saou,* Contatnporary V*rte, Octo- 
ber, 1916. 

Waldron, Marimi Patton. Vicjbmt,*" The Century Maga- 
thu, July. 

Walker, Anne Kendrlck. WArnNO, The Madrigal, A Magor- 
xin* of Love Lyric*, Septenil>eT; Wnm ik the Quir 
Stutckcs or tbk Nioht, The Madrigal, A Magatin* 
of Lao* Lyriet, July. 

Walker, Dorothy Llllis. Sono, The Lot AngeUt OmpMo, 
May 19. 

Walsh, Thomas. Fsiab I^uuncb OFAsazix,— LoNoroan. 
16S1, Tha Poetry Revina of Am*riea, December, lS16t 

82S 



by Google 



Quu DniDEua,* Tk» CathoUe World, Jannafy; To A 
Ladt Faimted bt Utaxabe,* Tft« Lyric, Julj. 

Wallace, John H. Bbtond thi Lam Tuitch, Tht Mld- 
Und, A Mitgaxln« of tha MiddU Wett, Jaly. 

Wallls, J. H. pKAmMiTT,* Tk« C*ntitrg Magwsku, June. 

Walleser, Joseph. Bums thi MAvna,* Pottry, A l£aga- 
ziiu of Vartt, June. 

Ward, Robert Emmet. Arm tki Joubkbt, Seribntt't 
Uagaxbu, December, 1916; Elisa, Tin Ctntttry Mafftf 
zitM, October, 1916t FaoK Eziu,** BerUnut'* Magor- 

xflM, MkJ. 

Varshaw, J. HtoH Lmsia w tbi Stobt of SiraAiiiiA, Pott 
Lot*. Spring Number. 

Washburn, Beatrice. Tbi Road to Aiol*, Th» BtOmtam, 
Jan.2T. 

Washburn, Mabel Thacher Rosemary. To Jmrs, Faox a 
TiuD Heart," Th» Cat\olie World, June. 

Waters, Miriam van. Art u Boin, Tht IMtU Bni^m, 
AprlL 

Watson, Edward Wlllard. Gaia, Contttnporary F«ri«, 
May. 

Wattles, Wniard. Acciftaxcb, ConUnvporary V»rn, Sep- 
tendberj As Out Concbti Niv-Paxsnii," Tht 8»x>vn 
Art*, August] A Paoi nox Akeiica's Psai-txr, TIu 
IndepiuUnt, Dec. 91, 1916; Bon Votaoe,* Tht Mid- 
land, A Magazin* of the MiddU W»il, March; Bur It 
Is THE Dead Lote,*" Contemporary Vtrtt, September; 
CovoAOi, Mom Axil* Conttmporary Verta, Septem- 
ber; Daww,* Tht Outlook; Eaqeb, AcauisiTiTB 
YouTB," QraduaU Magatku, University of Kansas; 
FmAoxEMia,* Conttmporary Vtr$», September; Gbat 
Old Mother,** Tht Mattu, August; Ha I Ha! Com- 
timporary V»rM», September; I Hate Had Gbeat Pitt, 
Pak-Athemaic,* Conttmporary Vtrtt, September; I 
Know a Trah. ok Tort,** Bout* and Oardm, Novem- 
ber, ISIS; LAtrax With Me,* Contemporary Vtrtt, 
September; Nomchalahce,** Tht Outlook, July iSi 
Or A Sarbatx, Tht Kotuixi City Btar, Mar. 3; Odt of 
Laoobtir,* Contemporary Vtrtt, September; Pelhax, 
Contsinporarjr Vtrtt, November, 1916; Pwiah,* Con- 
(■mporary Ferta, September; RiicitiiiEi, Contemporary 
Vtrn, November, 1916; Tbasatos,* Contemporary 
Vtrit, November, 1916; Retdim,"* Contemporary 
Vtrtt, September; The Bekcb, Tht Amhtrtt Grad- 
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natM^ QuarUrt]/, June; Thx Iimjiniici of Nasauth,* 
Th» Katuai City Star; Tm LomitB,* Cont«mporary 
Vtrtt, November, ISlSi Thb Sitikth Vial,*** Tht I*- 
d*p»nd«»t; To Be Wutibv SoHsmiB Oir a Smm,** 
Hoiua attd Oard»», Janaary; Whub Yoq Lovi Mb, 
Lots Hi,*** Ctmttmporarjf V«ri», September; "Yomro 
Lads Pnat," ** Tht Mat***, September. 

WesTcr, Dan. Air £An-8n« Swkat-Bath, TA< llai$*», 
July. 

Weaver, Ray Bennett. Two TvotETB, Tht Minartt, Junej 
VtcnMA, Th» MidUmd, A Uagaxbu of tht MiddU 
Wttt, December, 1910. 

Webb, Winifred. Emodoh, Pottry, A MagaOiM of Vtrt; 
December, 1916. 

Weleb, Robert Gilbert Cokqusiou,* Tht Cmtary Maga- 
zin», September; Hn Fathbb'i BiraiireM,** Tht Cmt- 
tury Maga^nt, Marcb; Thb Ploob-Wai.kzb, Tht Ctw- 
tury Magadnt, December, 1916. 

Weller, ElUabetb. Viuzi, By tht PttpOt of tht St. JohWt 
Ttehnieal High School, Winnipeg, Canada. 

Welles, Winifred. Lonn Youth, Tht Pottry Jottnud, April; 
Mbadow Balk,** Tht Indepnultnt, Feb. 19; Oxx 
VotCB, Tht Ctntwg Magaxhu, February; Plaint,** 
Tht Madrigal, A Magadnt of Lout Lyriei, July; PoB- 

TBAIT or A LADT AT THE PlAlCO,** TA« Pottty JoVTIUkl, 

April 

Weill, Carolyn. A Mhbt Pmnoir, The Tontk't Cot*, 
panion. May 3; Thi Boavtei, Tht Youth'* Cowpanion, 
Mar. IS. 

Wenflaw, Buza. Childkeh Playimq, Tht Matttt, April; 
HiLLi,* Tht Mautt, July; Mohntaihi, The Mattat, 
April; Rbobbt, Tht Mtuttt, June; "Thi Niw Fbu- 
VD-M." FOB WoMBH, Tht MoMti, Idarchj Thb Obatoi, 
Tht Matiti, April 

Wetherald, Etbelwyn. The AitvEMTuiBa or Fiorut On, 
Tht Touth't Companion, Aug. 2. 

Wbeelock, John Hall. DBPA*nriB,** Tht Pottry Jovntat, 
December, 191S; Eabth,"* Th* YaU Btvitw, July; 
Holt Lioht, Pottry, A Magaxini of Vtrit, June; Evi- 
KiMO,* Tht Lyrie, July; Htkit op Man, 1917,' Bcrib- 
ntt't Magaxittt, June; Moceut,** Tht Btltman, Sept 
8; Sleep,* Tht Ctnturg Magazint, April; The Dbab 
Ome, Tht Pottry Btvitm of Amtriea, Febmary; Thb 
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Hak to Hii Dsad Poex,* Oonttrnporar;/ Vtn», Feb- 
ruary; Thk MooN'LiaHY SoxATA," Poetrg, A Magaxin* 
of V«Ti», Sept; Tffit rHOUOHT, Th» Staart Set, April; 
Th> Ukxmowk Bilotib,"' rft< iy^Oi Mayj To 
Blutchz, Conttmporary V»Tt«, JaouOiry; Vambbcd,** 
Serihtur"* Magaxbu, April; ZmnrH," TA* Pottry Jixtr- 
imI, June. 

Wblcber, George Meaoon. A Spuvo, Harptr't Magaxiiu, 
February. 

White, Grace Hoffroan. PaxnoH, Tk» MtnaT»t, December, 
191S; "Ibe Bkadtt ot AiEAaAK Linooln', Tk» ifinartf, 
January. 

WUte, James Terry. PonriT, Tht Art World, June; Thb 
Thovoht of Yoc, AiiuUt'i Magadnt, March. 

WUtsett, George F. FisnoM, Th« Uaiie; September. 

Whiteside, George H. Lookimo FoawAao, Tk* Cobmnadt, 
December, I9I6. 

Whiteside, Mary Brent Tni CmuNucir," Barpti'i Uaga- 
sint. May. 

Whitford, Bob. Tsx Uzzulb, Th» Mau»i, June. 

Whitford, Robert Calvin. BAmiKEBA,** Pottry, A Mag»- 
xtn* of V«Tt», May; Hoanurru, Th» Vat***, June. 

WSckhom, Anna. Arm AniroNCUTioir,** Pottry, A Mag- 
lufiM of V*Tit, January; CoMPLxnoN, Poitry, A Maga- 
aau of V»Tt; January; Mt Ladt SnaasKnau," Pottry, 
A Magaxmt of Vm; January; Smximms,** Pottry, 
A Magaiint of V*Tt«, Januaryt The Siukci, Po»try, 
A Uagaxhu of Vtrtt, Samiarf. 

Wlddemer, MargareL Bieo-Flioht, Conttmporary Vtnt, 
May; Duaic Codhtrt,* Th» Lyrie, May; God's Plach, 
B»tdi^i Uirror, Dec. IS, 1916; I Hati Swift l.ors 
noH Mr Hbait, Harptr't Magvdn*, December, 1916; 
"Mait, Hklpib of Heabtbbkak," TA« Ctntwry Maga- 
xfiM, May; Ht Hiaki is Vut Qnirr,** Barp»t'* Maga- 
xku, April; Pbatbk of a Lokklt Gni. m thb Crrr, 
Oood Hotueketping, June; Raiit ix ths Moavuroi 
GiBK Folk Soxo,** Th» Pottry Journal, April; Taa 
Cmuk-HBAST, Th» Smart Set, April; Tub Old Kiitos,"* 
Barfn't Mag<ain4, July; Thi Old Voicb, TJte Smart 
Bet, May; Thi Womax Spbai:s, Oood HoMtekttping, 
January; Whkit Toutb Went,* Oood £[ovMkt»p!*g, 
November, ISIS; To a Touko GiaL AX a Wimdow, 
Bvrybody't Mttgaxbt*, October, 1916. 
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WUtmr, Harrietts A-k-s-s-i-c-*,* Tkt Tovth't Compaq- 

ion, Aug. 10. 
VUchliiBky, HarOw L. Radt uf rax Cm, Tha lla*$»», 

December, ISIS. 

Wlkoz, Ella Wheeler. Au Yon Lonwa Emouoh? Evrjf- 
bod^M Mngcacbi*, August) Pkatxk at EAnzvms, Ooid 
HiMU*k»«ping, AprU. 

WUkiiuoD, Florence. The Chuji nr Tcicakt, Ths Youth'* 
CompaiUtm, Nor. 16, 1916. 

VUklnsou, Marguerite. A Chanoi Soko,* Conttrnporary 
V4rtt, Febru«7i A Gun, Tht Fottry Jimmal, Febru- 
ary; Fiat Litz, Th» Madrigal, A ilagaxitii of Lov* 
Lftiet, Septemben Funrsu,** Th* Imdtpnid*nt, Mar. 
19; Gut Raiitb, Tht Uidlaitd, A Ma/axi»0 of tk» Mid- 
dU W«tt, November, 1S16; Ix^ Ptrntxa, Tk« Btnart S«t, 
November, I91S; Quia Fuiri, Contemporary Vtrn, 
November, 1916; SvxasT, 7A« Smart 8»t, June; Thz 
Food Rion," Th» Mati—, May; VAauL to Hek Rht- 
LEM LoTKi, OoiUtrnporary V»Tt0, March. 

VUliams, William CarloB. Apouut, Pottrg, A Uagatin* 
of Vr»; November, 1SI6; Chihiib Niohtiiioau, Tht 
Matatt, JBnuarjri Hirobt," Pottry, A ilagaxhu of 
F«r##, July; Ian Sana, Pottry, A Magaxiiu of V«rt4, 
November, 1916; M. B, Tht Pottry, JounuU, Decem- 
ber, 1916) Maiuaob, Pottry, A Magtu^t of V«rM, 
November, 1916; Naxku, Poetry, A itagatiit» of Vtrit, 
November, 1916; Nioht, Th* Pottry Journal, Decem- 
ber, 1916; Sicx AiwiCAir, The Uattt; January) 
SidllT* Pottry, A Magazine of Vtrtt, July; SmatEm 
SOKO, Pottry, A Magaxint of Verie, November, 1916) 
Thb Out WoMHiwim, Poetry, A Magaztiu of Vtrtt, 
November, 191S; Tuca, The Poetry Joumdl, December, 
1916. 

Wllwn, Harlow, lam Rim or raz Miut HiAn, TIU 
Tonth't Companion, Mar. 8. 

Wllaon, Margaret Adelaide. Aim iir thi Gsah,* Contti»- 
porary Vtrit, October, 1916; Moininq, The Pottry 
Journal, December, 191S. 

Wilson, McLandbtargb. As MoTani Sn It, Tht Nne York 
Timtt Magaant, Jan. 7; Tsui Motbku,** TIU Toutk't 
Companion, May 10. 

Winger, MaHha. Veuei, By tht PuplU of tht St. John'* 
Teehnieal High School, Winnipeg, Canada. 

Wlnskm, Rose. Fm-Bno, The Mattti, October, 1916. 
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winter, Louise. Tht Hanm, Harptt't VajrazbM, NoreoH 

ber, 1916. 
Wolff, Adolf. Lomun, T&« LittU R&tnew, April 
Wood, Clement Di Gloit Road, Tfi» Indaptndtnti Feb. 
13; PULDDt, rft« St)*» ArU, December, I91S; Ron 
Sayo AT Dotk, To S. T.,* OoiUamporary Vtrit, May; 
SnsHce, The Matiti, Jannarj; SEID-Tim,** Pottry, 
A XagaakM of Vent, January; Sbadowi or thz Piacb 
Tuu,** Tha Fottrg B«vi«w of Amtrlea, Febntaiy; 
The Smitht op God, A Chawt,*" Tht Nnearker, 
September-October, 1S1B; Yarma Moon, Tht Lyric, 

Wood, Mildred Cummer. Woild Wirnonr End, Tht Smart 
Stl, November, 1916. 

Woodberry , George Edward. " Immoiial Lovb,*** Tbui 
SoxNcn^ Serilmtt't Mayaxint, December, 1916; On tbz 
Italian Pbont, MCMXV1,»» Tht Hew York Timtt 
Mayaxhtt, Apr. I; Tm Chiat," SeTibatr't Magiaint, 
September) Thb Bhb,* Scribnti't MagaMnt, September; 
Tbs Out Hount,** Harptr"! Maffaxint, February; Thi 
Ontx,** Scribntr"* Magoattt, September; Thb Rocx, 
Tht Lyrie, June; Thb Statdi,*" Seribntr't Magazine, 
September ; ** Tmou Cueativc Silenck Stmanqe 1 " " 
Beribntr'a Magaxint, September; Vali ! * Seribiur'* 
Magaxine, September. 

Woodward, Najah E. AanNCE, Conltinporary Vent, 
March. 

Wooldridge, Powliattan Johnson. Eveitino, Tht Bookman, 
April; Faiet Sboeei, Tht Bookman, June; Succbm, 
Tht Bookman, January. 

Wyatt, Edith. Cirr Whdtixi, Poetry, A Xagaxint of 
Vtnt, December, 1916; Subp,"* Pottry, A MagaMnt 
of Vtnt, December, 1916. 

Wynne, Annette. Hek Veins aee Lit with Sixanob Db- 
■iBB, Tht Matete, September; O It's Jot to Simo Wrra 
THE Haik Fldno Fub,* Tht Mattet, August 



XI07. AnuL Weatheb, Barpet't Magaxint, October, 1916; 
FcmoiTE, Harptr'i Magaimt, October, 1916; If Snce 
LoTB Came.^* Harptr't Magaxhu, October, 1SI8; Mt 
SoNO, Harjier't Mttgazint, October, 1916; Spbiiio in 
TBI Crrr,* Barjier't MagaOnt, October, 1916) Wsr?' 
Harptr't Magaxhtt, October, 1916. 
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Tbarra, Thomas R. Om to Wouc nr SraiNomix, Tht Jftm 
Fork Titatt Magaxine, May ST, , 

Yeats, WiUiBin BuUer. A Dnr Swmk Vow, Th» LUtU 
R»i>itw, June; Bboeih' Hatma, Tht Littls Rtvitw, 
June; Iir Miieoit,** Tk« LittU Baoitw, June; Mbx 
Imkovi With thi Yeau, TA« LittU Bfvitw, June; 
PusiKcis, 7Aa lAttU BevUtt, June; Tm CoLLAi-Bora 
or A Hami, Tft* IAttl» Beviem, June; Thk Wha Swavs 
AT COoLE,* Tfte Ultto B«viM0, June. 

Y«hoas)i. The Ait op Wainxo Pobtbt •• (T. H. ChUds, 
tramUttor), Tht Stratford Journal, Autumn Number, 
ISIS. 

Yorick. Thx Soko op tss Cmc Leaodb, Rt4d^ft Mirror, 
Dec. 33, 1S16. 

Yosono, Mrs. Akiko. The Hia>t op a Womait op Tbutt ** 
(Eunice TIetJens, trantlator), Tht Stratford Journal, 
March. 

Yoshll, Isamo. Soma" (Eunice TIetJens, trmutator), Th« 
Stratford Journal, March. 

Youn^ Elliabeth Cartington. Ht Snowoaor, Tht YoutKt 
Companion, Feb. 1. 

Young, Ells. FiAKiTTA, Pottry, A Magazin* of Vtrtt, 
June; Gizrruro, Pottrg, A Magatiat of Vertt, June. 

Young, Sarsfleld. Pobh of Natobk, Tht Smart Stt, De- 
cember, 1916. 

Young, Stark. To C, Tht North Amtriean Re^^tw, Febra- 
apy. 

Youngs, Mary. Thi BoaxKH a Mbaid,* Scribntr't Mag»- 
xfna. Hay. 

Z., R. A. DuniKA (Ik GumMo Tbemom), Tht Forgt, 

November, 1916. 
Zard, Claire Bo. A QuBsnoM', Tht Matttt, June; Com- 

roBTABU, Tht Matttt, September. 
Zlel, E. ABiiivmu (E. M. Patten, tremtlafor). Pott Lort, 

Winter Number, 1916. 
Zorach, Wiiliani. Tub AaANMMXD FAaic, Pottry, A Magi^ 

(Am of Vtrtt, May. 
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ARTICLES AND REVIEWS OF POETS AND 
POETRY PUBLISHED DURING 191&-1917 

TM* lift it not eonfhttd to artieUi on Atiurican potU 
or ptMtfy, but jmcJmJm arliett* and r*vi»wi dtaiing vUk 
all atptcti of pottry publUhtd ts Anurietat pvbUeationt. 
WhiU the llMt u axtnuivt it U not elatm*d to b« eompUt*. 
It pTo<Bid»t, howst)0T, a vatmibU working to*rt» of rtferntct 
for any teho with to otakt a eritiettl ttndy of eontemporary 
p04try niktr Amtriean or Bitrop*an. 

Anonymons. Pm'b Student Days at the University of 

Virginia. Tht Bookman, Jan. 
Anonymous. The "New Poetry"^ The Half-Hcarted 

PocL Beribntr't Magaxint, Sept. 
Anonymous. Tlie Poet of tlie Hl^ naeea. 8eribn»t't 

Magaxin; August. 
Anonymaus. The Sincerity of IUd>ert Frost Th» Nno 

R«pubUo, August SH. 
Anonymous. Why I Am a Poet, By One of the Unmic- 

cessfuL Th« Indipnultnl, June 9. 
A Blrds^e View of "The New Poetry." Th» Ntm 

York TifflM A«ofow of Bookt, March 11. 
A IJfe of Swlnbome. Tk» Ntw Tork Timtt fiaefcw of 

Book*, Hay 6. 
Alan Seeger, Soldier and Poet Tht N«n Tork Tim4t 

Rtvitv of Book; Dec. 24, 1916. 
Alan Secger's Prose Record of the Great War. N*ta 

Tork Tim*t MagaziH4, May 90. 
Anonymous. Appraising the Year's Poetry. Th* BtU- 

man. Nor. II, '10. 
Editorial Secrets Laid Bare by Gilmer Letters. IVmp 

Tork TintM Magazint, Dec. 31, '16. 
English Criticbm Now Done by Maiden Aunts (W. W. 

Gibson). Th» Nne Tork Tim— Uagaxint, Jan. 14. 
Mystery of Authorship of OiineK Lyrics Solved (Dr. 

Frederick Peterson). Tk« Iftw Tork Timet Maya- 
tin*, March 4. 
Noted English Poet Studies America as a Tramp (W. 

H. Davles). Nne Tork Timtt Magaxin; March 18. 
"Rhythmic Crisis " Now Sweeping Over the World 

(RIdgely Torrcnce). Tkt Swtc Tork Tint Uaga- 

xint, April IS. 
Stevenson's " Unhealthy Optimism " Fades in War (Mar- 
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gKtt Wlddaaer). Th* Iftw Turk Timat Uagaamt, 
Hay 90. 
Tkgore'i Poenu (tnd Stories In Englidt. Tk» S«w York 

York TimeM Btvine of Bookt, Dec. IfS, '10. 
lite Battle Between Rhyme and Imai^sm. Tha Htm 

York TitMM Rmlev of Bookt, Feb. 4. 
Tht New MoTcment in American Poetrj, Tk» Ntw 

York Titn** Rmine of Book*, Jan. 7. 
tht Poet of the Year. Th» Outlook, Nov. 15, >16. 
Anonymous. The Riley lledaL Tk» B»Uma», May 13. 
The Year's Harvest ot Noteworthy Poetry. Th4 N»» 

York TimM Book Bovino, Nor. 30, '16. 
War Letter of Rupert Brooke Cnnes to Li^t Tko 

Smo York Thmi Magaxint, April S3. 
Was Shelley at One Time an Actor? Tkt Note York 

TintM £«ri«iii of Book; Fd). 3S. 
Watts-Dunton, "Hero of Friendship." Tkt Ntw York 

Titntt Btvitv of Bookt, Jaiu 2S. 
Wealth of Unpublished Stevenson Poems Found. Tha 
N*» York Timtt Magazint, Feb. 19. 
Aiken, Conrad. A Protean Muse. Tht Dial, July 19. 
Poetic Realisni (Carl Sandbnrg). The Pottry Jowmal, 

January. 
Poetry as Supematoralisni. Tht Dial, Sept 13. 
Poetiy In America. Tht Dial, Mar. 8. 
The Impersonal Poet Tkt Pottry Journal, December, 
191 S. 
Alnsworth, L, H. Thomas Bailey Aldricb's "Bad Baj" 

Poems. Tht Boitou Troweript, Jan. 10. 
Aldhigton, Richard. Poet and Painter. Tht Diot, Jan. II. 
Allen, H. A., Hugh Anthony. The Poetry of Hugh Pnuf 

Cis Blunt T^t Catholie World, February. 
Axoram, Benlah B. Patriot and Poet (Theodore Kttmer, 
Geoffredo Mameli, Alexander Petsfl), Tht Talt Bt- 
fMie, AprlL 
Ayres. Harry Morgan. Chapman's "Homer" and Others. 

Th4 Nation, Apr. 13. 
Armstrong, Margaret. Prohibition and Poetry In the Last 
Coitnry. Tht Century Magaxmt, July. 

Baldwin, Snmmerfleld. Two Unessentials in Poetry. Tht 

Pottry BooietB of Amtriea, February. 
Bateman, Hay. Claudel's Great Mystic Drama (Le Repoi 

du Septieme Jour). Tht CathoUe World, June. 
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Becker, Haj LambertiHi. Emile VerbMrcn. Th» Book' 

man, Febrnaiy, 
BeUowi, Heniy Adams. AnUiologT' of Magaiine Verse. 
Tlu BMman, Feb. 3. 
Poetry and the Toothbrush. Tht BtUmon, Mar. 10. 
BeoM, WUlisin Rose. The Masque of Poets us Seea bf 
WUllani Rose Ben^ Th« Bookmcm, AprlL 
The Maaquc of Poets as Seea by WUUam Rose Bentt. 
Th« Bookman, July. 
Benhard, Svea. Vemer Von Heidenstam (Swedish poet 
and Nobel Price Winner, 1916). Pogtry, A Magazint 
of Vtrt; ApriL 
BUckwell, Alice Stone. An Anneoiaa Poet: Slomanto. 

Pott Lort, Spring Number. 
Boynton, Percy H. " Joaquin " Miller. Tk» jr#w B«pii&' 

lie. Fd>. ». 
Bradley, William Aapenwall. Four American Poets (B. L. 
Masters, Carl Sandburg, Amy Lowell, Robert Frost). 
The Dial, Dec. 14, 1910. 
Wilfrid Wilson Gibson. Tkt Dial, Mar. S9. 
Bradsber, Earl L. The First American Edition of tbe 
Lyrical Ballads. TA« South Atlantic Qitarttrly, July. 
Braltbwolte, WUliam Stanley. A Group of Autumn Poets. 
Tkt Botton Tranieript, Oct. S5, 1916. 
A Modem Sequence of Memorial Sonnets. Tht Botton 
r Tranteript, Nov. 18, 1918. 
v An Anthology of Imagist Achievement. Th» Bo*ton 

, Trameript, Apr. 14. 
ff /A New Note in Poetry. Th» Bo$ton Traiueript, Feb. 31. 
A New Poetic Conscience. TA« Botton Trantcript, Jan. 

9a 

A Poetic Chronicle of New Hampshire. The Botlott 
Tranteript, Dec. 2, 1916. 

A Poetic Vi^on of Life. The Botton Tnaueript, Not. 8, 
1916. 

A Voice from the Land of Poets. The Botton TTa^^^ 
teript, Not. 4, 1916. 

A Woman's Heart and the Great War. Tht Botton 
TfWUmjX, Not. SS, 1916. 

Alan Secger as Poet and Patriot. Tht Botton Tran- 
teript, Dec 16, 1918. 

Amy Lowell's Again Assails Tradition. Tht Boiton Tran- 
teript, Oct. 91, I91S. 

Another Year of Our Poetry — Promising a New Emer- 
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Kn-LongfeDow Gnrap. TH* Botto* Tromter^t, Oct 

98, 1910. 
Conrsd Aiken'e Phantumagoiias. Tht Boittm Tnm- 

leript, Dec 30, ISlfl. 
Poems of a Valetudinarian. Tht Botton Trantertpt, Dec 

3T, IBIS. 
Poenu of Rath Comfcurt MitdielL Th* Bo*ton Tnm- 

lerlpt, Oct 14, 1S10. 
Poems of War and Laogfater. Tht Button Trotwertpt, 

Not. I, 19I«. 
Poetiy aa a Pine Art Tht Pottry Rtmne of Anttriea, 

October, ISIS. 
Rsblndranath Tagore's "Pniit Gatberlng." Tht BotUm 

TTanteript, Not. II, 1918. 
Ttie Bode of an English Poet. Tht Bottm Trmueript, 

Oct II, 1910. 
The Pine Art of an American Poet Tht Soiton Tran- 

teript, Oct 98, 1910. 
The Fragile Poetic Art of Mr. Yeats. Tht Bottm 

Tranteript, Dec 6, 191R. 
The Rise of a Canadian Poet. Tht Botton Trmueript, 

Oct 4, ISIS. 
The Testament Of William Wlndune. Tht Bottom Tran- 
teript, Nov. IS, 1918. 
Itie Year la Poetry. Tht Bookman, Maj-Junc 
Tbree Poets of the Hour. Tht Boiton Tranteript, Mar. 7. 
Walter de la Mare and His Poetrjr. Tht Bottoii Tran- 
teript, Nov. 35, 1916, 
Bregj, Katherine. Lodge and HIa " Rosalynde." Tht 

Catholic World, June, 
Britten, Clarence. Poetic lilnslon. Tht Poetry J<mmal, 

March. 
Biotberton, Alice Williams. "Debasing the Poetic Coin- 
age," I-II. Tht Art World, Ma^June. 
Brown, Abbie ParwelL Christmas, Children, and Poetry. 

Tht Pottry Btview of Amtriea, December, 1916. 
Bunker, John. Talk and the New Poetry, Amtriea, Mar. 

34. 
Burton, Richard. Josei^iiiie Preston Peabody. Tht Pottrg 

BoottiB of Amtriea, January. 
Poetry and Versei Take Your Choice. Tht fisOman, 

July 31. 
Bnrr, Amelia Josephine. Ruth Comfort MltcbelL Tht 

Pottry RtvitiB of Amtriea, December, ISI6. 
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Bum, Kate. Annenian Poetrr. PtMtri/, A Magaximt of 
V«Tie, Oct, 1915. 
The Poetf of Armenis. Th* Bo*lo» Trmteript, Jan. 31. 

CaUender, J. A. Ibe Progreu of Poesj. Th» Btthaan, 

Apr. 7. 
CampbeU. KUUs. Poe's Helen. Th4 Dial, Nov. 16, 1910. 
Chapman, Edward M. The BIglow Papers Fifty Years 

After. Tkt YaU Ami*id, October, 1916. 
CbettertoD, Gilbert K. Mlltoni Man and PoeL TU Cath- 

oHe World, January. 
Hie Democracy of Shakespeare. America, Dec. 30, 1SI6. 
Cohn, Meyer. The People as Poets. The JVsw BepubUe, 

May IS. 
Colby, Elbrldge. Bernhardt and the New Prance. Tha 

Bellman, Nov. 4, 1916. 
Contemporary Verse. The Bellman, June, 9. 
FruK Gathering. The Btttman, Jan. ». 
Colum, Padralc. Poetry and Oratory. Poetry, A Maga- 

tine of Verie, January. 
The Imagists. The Dial, Feb. 29. 
The Poetry of Robert Frost Th» New B*p%bUe, Dec. 

33, ISI6. 
Collins, J. P. Seeing Shakespeare In a Peep-Show. The 

Boiton Tntiueript, Feb. 14. 
The Private Life ^f the Perrerse Shelley. The Boiton 

Traneeript, Apr. II. 
Cooper, Belle. Alan Seeger: The Patriot-Poet. The Loe 

Angelee Graphic, June 16. 
Comfort, William Wlstar. The Romance of the Rose. The 

Bookman, July, 
Cox, Edward Godfrey. The Distemper of Modem Art and 

Its Remedy. The South Atlantic Quarterly, October, 

19I& 
Cunhlfe, John W. Vers Libre. The Independent, Oct 16, 

1916. 
Cutler, Robert "And the Flood was Forty Days Up«i 

tho Earth" (on Amy Lowell's Poetiy). The Nation, 

Feb. I. 

Debs, Eugene V. Whitman and TraubeL The Coneerva- 

tor, July. 
De Wofle, Richard C The " New " Poetry, The Minaret, 

November, 1916. 
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DkkemiaD. EUiabeUi S. Cbarka Pegaj. Pott Lot*. 

Spring Number. 
Dole, Nntfaui HukclL Louli V. Ledoux. Tk« Po4try £•- 
DifM of Amtrita, NoTonber, 1918. 
Seeing Pcguna nmmgti a TelcKopc Th* BotUm Traits 
ieript, Hir. 7. 
Dudler, Dorothy. Poet and lliearict (J. G. Fletcher). 

PtMlry, A MagaiiM of F«t»«, October, 1918. 
Dwlgfat, SJ., Walter. Poetry for Children. Ammca, Oct 
7, 1918. 
Hm ConserratlTes' Triumph. Am*Tiea, Feb. 10. 
Hie Poetrf of the Spirit (W. S. Braitbwslte). Amtrtea, 
Jan. 97. 



EarlB, SJ., HlchaeL In Praise of Marriage (T. A. Dal7). 

Amtrtia, Feb. 17. 
Eastman, Hox. Poetic Education and Slang, I. Ths W^te 

Btpiatie, Dec 9, 1916. 
Poetic Education and Slang, II. TA* Nm Rtp^bUe, 

Dec 18, IS16. 
Science and Free Verse. Tht Bavt* ArU, February. 
Edgett, Edwin P. Arthur Simons a Hasterlj Critic TA* 

Botto* TroMteript, Apr. 36. 
Francois Villon the Man and Poet T\» Bo*to» Tntn- 

acript. Mar. 3. 
Shelley In the Limelight of the Past TA> Btnton Tra^ 

teript. Feb. M. 
Lftfcadio Heam's Critical SkllL Th» Boito» Tranteript, 

Dec. 16, 1916. 
Hk Letters of Ridiard Watson Gilder. Tko Bo*t<m 

Tramoript, Nor. 11, 1918. 
TIk life of an American Litterateur (C P. Cranch). 

Tht Bo*to» Trtuuertpt, Mar. 94. 
The Oldest Child that Ever Lived. Tht Boiton Trtm- 

tcript, Ma7 93. 
The Poetic Goal of Tbcxnes Hardy. Tho Botton Tnm- 

tcript, Dec 93, 1916. 
The Rare Ufe of a Hero of Friendship. Tht Bo*to» 

TroMoHfX, Jan. S7, 
The Sergeant Who Burst Into Song. Th» Botton Tnt»- 

teript. May 96. 
Rupert Broolte as a Literary Critic Th» Botton Tn»- 

teript, Dec 97, 1918. 
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Edwards. David. Broadway Songs on the Isomo. Tk* 

Bottim Tranteript, Jvlj II. 
Eraklne, Jtdui. The New Poetiy. Tlu YaU Ammw, Jan- 

uaiy. 

F. A. A Soldier Poet (Jean Le Rof). Pottry, A Maga- 

XMe of V»TMt, October, IBIS. 
F, A. Youth Bt War (Alan Seeger). Po»(ry, A Maga- 

z{m of VtT$«, April. 
F., A. D. From a Note Book. Poetry, A Magaxtiu of 

VoTM, June. 
Flrklna, O. W. A Return to PamasgnB. Tka Nation, Apr. $. 
BrftUh Poets t Glbeoa and Others. Tk» Nation, OcL 1% 

1S1«. 
From Florence Esrle Coates to Amj LoweU. Tk* Ifo' 

Hon, Mtiy 3. 
Hcteorites In Verse. Th» Nation, Jan. 11. 
Percy MacKaye. Tht Nation. Dec. I*, ISlfi. 
Singers and Satlrlsta. Th» Nation, Feb. S. 
Tbe Lyre In Britain. Th» Nation, July 19. 
War Lyrics and Others. Tk* Nation, Har. 1. 
/ Fletcher, John Gould. A Misleading Anthology (W. S. 
Braithwaite). Tk« Potlry Jonrnal, February. 
Flashes of Lightning (Mary Aldts). Tk» Fottrg Jour- 
nal, December, 1916. 
H. D.'s Vision (Sea-Garden), Pottry, A Magaxin* of 

V«r*», February. 
Hie Poetry of Ralph Hodgson. Tkt Dial, July 19. 
Yale Discovers Blake (Selections from the Symbolical 
Poems of WlUiam Blake). Pottry, A Magazine of 
Vtrtt, Mard). 
Flack, Horace. The Brain of WllUam Blake. Betdg'e 

Mirror, Hay 36. 
Foerster, Norman. Nature In Whittter. The Nation, J an. i. 
Frank, Maude Morrison. Walter de la Hare's "Peacock 

Pie." Tki Bookman, September. 
Freer, Agnes Lee. War and Womanhood (Josephine Pres- 
ton PeatH>dy). Poetry, A Magaxine of Verte, February. 
Fryer, Eugene M. Some Imaglst Poets, 1917. The Book 

Newt Montkly, July, 
Fuller, Henry B. A New Field for Free Verse. Tke Dial, 
Dec. 14. 1910. 
An American Poet and Editor. The Dial, Nor. SO, 1910. 
" The Good Old Waya." The Dial, Feb. 8. 
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Gammans, Harold W. A Note on " RhTthmtu." Tht 

Po»lTg Journal, Jannaf. 
Critical Notes on American Poeta. Thi AtlaiUio Monthly, 

September. 
Gertaulet, N. J., and C. K. Robert W. Service. Tkt 

Pottry RtvUv of Amerita, December, 191S, 
Oerrard, Thomas J. The Art of Paul CUudeL Tht Calk' 

olio World, Jaanarf . 
Goldberg, Isaac. Celebrating Mr. Raisin of Ncv York. 

TAa Bo$ttm Tranteript, Jan. 17. 
Pmg, the Yiddish "Bobble Bums." Tk» Bo$to» Tran- 
teript, Oct. 14. 191B. 
Spain's Bacon-Shakespeare Controversy. Tht Bottom 

Tranteript, Oct 91, IBIS. 
Finding Poes and Hawthoraes in South America. Tkt 

Botton Trttnteript, Nov. 18, 1916. 
Gorman, Herbert S. Padraic Colum. Tht Ntv BtpiABe, 

July 91. 
Greerer, Garland. A New Study of Wordsworth. Tht 

Dial, Mar. 99. 

Hall, James Norman. Poetry Under the Fire Test Th» 

Ntv RtptAUe, Nov. 36, 191S. 
Harmon, Henry £. John Charles McNeill and His Work. 

Tht South Atlantie Quarttrly, October, 1916. 
Hedges, M. H. The Poetry of DisUIUdomnent Th4 

Pottry Journal, February. 
Henderson, Alice Corbin. Cowboy Songs and Ballads. 
Pottry, A Mayaxtnt of Vtrtt, August 
La^ Criticism. Pottry, A Magazine of Vtrit, Dec, 1918. 
Poetry of the American Negro (Fenton Johnson). 

Pottry, A Magaxint of Vtrti, June. 
That WUder Earth (Padraic Colum). Pottry, A Maga- 
xint of Vtrtt, May. 
The Great Adventure (Adelaide Crapsey). Pottry, A 
Magazint of Vtrtt, Sept. 
Hervey. John L. East and West (Tagore). Bttd^t Mir- 
ror, May 95. 
Hlckey, Emily. Measure for Measure — A Study. Tht 
Catholic World. April 
Some Thoughts on the Merchant of Venice. Tht CtUhoUe 
World, May. 
Hohnes, John Haynes. The Religion of RabindranaOi Ta- 
gore, Tht Bookman, March. 
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Holle7) Horace. Flavor of Orchard (Jeaimc Robert Fo»- 

ter). Th« Pottry Jotimal. December, 1916. 
Hopldna, Gertrude ComvcU. Amelia Josephine Burr. JTu 

Po*trji B#oi«w of America, November, 1916. 
Hull, Eleanor. The Poetical Works of EmUy Htckey. Tht 

CathoUc World, NorenibeT, 1910. 
Htmt, Rkhard. Getting Away frmn ProTiadalbm (Amf 

Lowell). Th» Fo«tri/ JowittU, April. 

Jepson, Edgar. Words and the Poet, Aa Address Deliv- 
ered to the Poets' Club of London, December, 1910. 
Pottry, A Magaxin4 of Vtnt, May. 

K., Q. A Feir Parodists. Tha N»w R«pttbUe, Apr. 14. 
Kemp, Harry. A New Voice from tbe West (Willard 

Wattles). Th, Imd*ptmhnt, July 14. 
KeUy, Florence Finch. Hie Poets Enlist Under Mars. Tht 

Bookman, January. 
Kelly, BlandK H. A Merry Oiristmas (Tht Christmas 

Spirit hi Wassail. Carol and Noel). Th4 Catholic 

World, December, 1916. 
Kilmer, Joyce. The Most American Poet. Tht Ind*ptnd- 

«n(. Not. 30, 1910. 
Poeta as People: Edgar Lee Masters, The Spoon River 

Antbobgist TiU Bookvuin, November, 191S. 
Tbe Soul of India. Tht Indapendrnt, Jan. B. 

Leo^ P. S. C, Brother. How Dryden Became a Catholic. 

Th* CathoHo World, July. 
Leonard, Maiy HalL A Problem in Prosody. Tht Pottry 

Jonmal, April. 
Walt Whitman and His FoUowers. Th* 8oiUh Atlantic 

Qitart§rly, July. 
Ueberman, EUea. Hoffensteto, Poet of Shadows. Tht 

Ameriean Hcbrvw. (?) 
Undsay, VacheL Home Rule in Poetry, A Discourse for 

Our One Hundred New Poets. Bcad/M Mirror, Nov. 

94, 1910. 
Lippmann, L. Blackledge. Arthur Symons, Tht Poetry Bt- 

vi»tB of America, Jsnuaiy. 
Ust, Jacob I. Poetry, When Tlils War is Over. Pott Lort, 

Winter Number, 1910. 
Uvetay, FlorcDce Randal and Grath, PaoL The Ukralidaii 
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"Duma." The Poetry RvdUu of Ametiaa, October, 

IBIS. 
Locke, Alain. Emllc Verhoeren. Tht Poetry Amn«w of 

AtaeHea, January. 
Loomis, Roger Shennan. Poetic Truth. Bitdy'i Mirror, 

September 31. 
Lovett, Robert M. Drab Lives (Henry B. Fuller). Tht 

Dial, Apr. 5. 
Lowell, Amy. A Consideration of Modem Foetiy. Hm 

North Atatriean A«n«ts, Jannaiy. 
Exquisite Cameos and Intaglios. The Poetry Jaumai, 

August, 
Poetry as a Spoken Art. The Dial, Jan. Sfi. 
Lull, Robert W. Thomas BaUey AJdrich's "Bad Boy" 

Poems. The Boelon Trameript, Jan. 10. 

MacCanghey, Vaughau. Nature Themes In Aoctent Ha- 
waiian Poetry. Po»lry, A 3fagaxin» of V»ri», July. 
Mann, Dorothea Lawrence. Heine, the Man and PoeL The 
Bolton Trantcript, Aug, 1. 
The Arthurian Legend in a New Guise. The Botton 

Tratuoript, Mar. 31. 
The Mysticism of a Poet. The Bo*ton Traiueript, Feb. 7. 
The Poems of Miss Hatard. The Botlon Trameript, May 

16. 
The Secrets of Life. The Bo»ton TranieWpt, Aug. la. 
A Poet of Larger Vision (Louis V. Ledoux). The Bot- 
ton Tranieripl, June 27. 
Mclntyre, Clara F. New Poets Judged by Old Standards. 

Pott Lore, Vacation Number. 
Haynard, Theodore. The Revival of English Poetry. 

America, Jan. 13. 
Mlchelson, Max. Claudel In English (Hie Tidings Brought 

to Mary). Poetry, A Magazine of Verte, March. 
Millard, Bailey. Rablndronath Tagore Discovers America. 

The Bookman, November, 1916. 
Monroe^ Harriet A Decade of Gibson. Po«(ry, A Maga- 
«i*e of Veree, November, 1916. 
A Decorative Colorist (Amy Lowell). Poetry, A Mag»- 

xine of Veree, January. 
A Staccato Poet (Alfred Kremybo^). Poetry, A Maga^ 

tine of Verte, October, 1916. 
Aborigliial Poetry. Poetry, A Magtaine of Veree, Feb- 
maiy. 
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Calonlalism Again. Pottry, A Magioiti* of Fin*, Vtaj. 
EmerBon in a Loggia. Poitry, A Magaxint of V§rit, 

September. 
Frost and Hasten. Poetry, A Magaxi»» of Vtru, JaiH 

Hr. Fuller's New Fbose. Poetry, A Magaxm* of Vtr*; 

Mr. Hagedom's " dTtemnestra." Poetry, A MayazhM of 

Vtrte, November, 1918. 
Mr. Robinson in Cainelot Poetry, A Magazine of Ven«, 

July. 
Poem-Gsmes. Poetry, A Magazine of Verte, November, 

19ia. 
Sir Oracle (A Point of View). Poetry, A Moffoxine of 

Verte, January, 
Stephens' Road to DabUn. Poetry, A Magazine of Vert4, 

November, 191S. 
To tlie Wilderness. Poetry, A M<igazina of Verte, An- 

gusL 
War Poems. Poetry, A Magazina of Varee, August. 
Will Art Happen? Poftry, A Magazine of Veree, Joly, 
Hor^ Paul Elmer, A Bluestodcing of the Restoration, I, 

The Nation, September. 
A Bluestocking of the Restoration, II. The Nation, OcL 

5, 1916. 
Horley, Christopher D, The HUarltj of Hilaire Belloc. 

The Boeton Traneeript, Dec. 30, 1916. 
The Poetiy of James Elroy Fieclcer. The Boeton Traw- 

tcript, Jan. 13. 
Mi^nlhan, Florence. Francis "niompson's "An Anthem of 

Earth." The CathoHa World, AprlL 

Ndlson, W. A. The Earliest Editions of Sbaliespeare. The 

Tah Review, October, 1916. 
The Sonnets of Shakespeare, Edited by R. A. Alden. 

The Tale Revitw, January. 
Northrop, George Norton. Sir Rablndranath Tagore. The 

Bellman, Dec B, 1916. 

CBrien, Edward J. James OppenheinL The Poetry Be- 
viev of America, Nov., 1916. 
Poets of the Irish Revolutionary Brotherhood. The Btrat- 
ford Jonnal, March. 
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OTonor, Norrefs Jephson. S<mc Irish War Poetrj. Tk» 

Pottry Ravitv of Amtrica, FcbnuiT-. 
OUvero, Frederlco. Georges RodenbadL Po*t Lort, Win* 

ter Number, 1916. 
Stephane Mallannj. Po»t Lort, Stuniner Number. 
O'NeUl. O. P^ Froncts. Stoddard, Psalmist of the Sooth 

Seas. Th0 CathoUe World, July. 
Oppei^idm, James. " Lssj " Verse. Tk» Bm»» Art*, 

November, 1B16. 

Fagc^ Frederick. Coventry Patmore's " Unknown Eros." 

Th» Catholic World, September. 
Park, C W. Leigh Hunt— A Ttanid Prophet of VeM 

Ubre. Tht Nation, July fi. 
Pearl, R. T. " These Thnes." TiU Botto* Trtaueript, Apr, 

3^. 
Winifred Uaynard. Ttu Pottrjf Rn\»vi of Amtriea, De- 
cember, 19 IS. 
Peckham, H. Houston. The Novelfy PallatT- In Literature^ 

Tlu South AOantie QuartaHy, ApriL 
Phontrides, Aristides E. Kostes Palamas: A Modem Gredc 

World-Poet Pool Lore, New Year's Number. 
Pierce, Frederick E. Bacon against Shakespeare. TA« 

TaU Bn>iMD, October, 1916. 
Two Views of Wordsworth. Th4 YoU Haotaw, October, 

1916. 
PhilUps, Brian. The Han Who Put ttie Wreath on Foe. 

Th» Botton Tratueript, Feb. 94. 
Poe, Edgar Allan. Unpublished Poems of (review). Tho 

Now York Tim§t Book Bteitte, Maj SO. 
Pound, Eira. T. S, Eliot (Prufrock and Other Observa- 
tions. Pottfy, A Magtaina of Vans, August. 
Pratt, Julius W. The New Poetry. Th* South Atlantio 

Quarterly, July, 
Whitman and Masters) A Contrast Tht Bottfh Atlamtio 

Qtiarttrly, April 

Revllle, S.J., John C The Irish Revival. Amtriea, Nov. 

18, 1916. 
The Poets at the Crib. Tki Dial, Dec. 30, 1916. 
Reed, Edward Bliss. Recent American Verse. TK« Faf« 

Btvioio, January. 
Reedy, WllUam Marktn. About Some Poets. Baedy't Uir- 

ror, July IS. 
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Reeves, Harrison. The Tragedy of AUa Secger, Th* JV*w 

RepubUe, Mar. 10. 
Robinson, Captain John. Songs of the Chaoly-Uan: I, 
Thg BtUman, July 14. 
8oa^ of the Chan^-Haii! 11. Tk* Btlhnan, Jnlf 91. 
Songs of the C9iant?-Mani III. Th4 Baamm, July 98. 
Songs of the Chan^-Mani IV. Th» BtOnttm, Aug. 4. 
Roaenfeld, PauL Paul ClaudeL The N*w Rtfublie, Nor. 
26, 1016. 
Verhaeren. T&« iVm R»publie, Jan. 6. 
Rof, Basanta Koomar. The Women Poets of Indiai Han- 
Icuinari Devi. Tht Bookman, July, 
The Women Poets of India: Kamlnl Roy. Tkt Bookmatt, 

Janueiy. 
The Women Poets of Indiat Sarojini Nailii. The Book- 
man, February. 
The Women Poets of India: Anangamohlnl Barman. 
Tht Bookmati, August 



Sanborn, Ral>ert Alden. Alfred Kreymlrarg'i "Musb- 
rooms." The Fottrg Jofumal, December, 1916. 
Hr. Robinson's "Herlln." Tht Pottry Journal, June.' 

Sargent, George H. Swinburne's Awful " Swat " at Brovm- 
Ing. Th» Botton Tranieript, Feb. SB. 

SarUIn, William. Edgar Allan Poe — Some Facts Re- 
called. The Art World, July. 

Schwertner, O.P., S.T.L., Thomas H. Eleanor Donnelly— 
The Singer of Pure Religion. The CathoUe World, 

Shcpard, OdeU. Stops of Varlona QniUs (Benjamin De 
Casseres, Frederick E. Fierce, J<^ C. Nelhardt, Louis 
How, Olive Telford Dargan, Marjoric L. C. Plckthall). 
The Dial, Feb. 92. 

Shnster, George Kauman. Our Poeti in the Streets. The 
Catholic World, July. 

Slosson, Edwin E. The Poet Chesterton. The Independ- 
ent, Nov. 97, 191S. 

Smith, Geddes. Four Pioneer Poets. The Independent, 
Dec. 95, 1916. 

Smith, James Walter. Heidenstam, Unlinown Nobel Prite 
Wbiner. The Botton Tranteript, Nov. IS, 1316. 

Smith, Lewis Worthbigton. The Dime-Novel Sort of Vera& 
Th4 Poetry Journal, March. 
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Soldiers' Pr^era. Bj GIno C SperaoMU Tk« OtUhtA, 

Feb. 14. 
SpIngaiD, Joel EUas. The Seren Artt and the Seven Coii- 

futhms. 1*4 S*v»» Artt, March. 
Stork, Charles Wharton. The New Nobel Prise Winner, 

Vemer von Heidenstam. Tkt Bookman, Febroaty. 
The Poet of Sweden. Tht Jndtpeudvitt, Apr. 9. 

TtHullnson, Hay. The Lore of Poetry. Tin Fontm, Julf. 
Towne, Charles Hanson. LjtIcs of the Patberland. 7iU 

Bookman, October, 1918. 
T^nan, Katharine. The War and Irish Poetry. Amtriea, 

Feb. 10. 
Tietjens, Eunice. The Chinese Chanting of the Clasaics. 

Po4try, A Magaxin* of Vtrte, October, 1916. 

Untenneyer, Loois. Growth and Decaj In Recent Verse. 
The 8*vtn Artt, ApriL 
Heine and Jones. Th» N*w Btpublte, Mar. 17. 
The New Foeby. Tht ftavra Artt, May. 

Van Wyck, ^niliam. Psycfaolog^r ud Mr. Oppenheim. Tk» 
Lot Angtltt Graphic, June 33. 

Wagstaff. Blandie Shoemaker. A Lyrical Drama (Louis V. 

Ledoux). Tht Pottry Journal, ApriL 
Homer Davis. The Poetry Jottmal, Decanlnr, 1916. 
Poetry and the Commonplace. The Pottry Jowmal, June. 
Walter, EUialieth, Hugo von Hofmannsthal; An Exponent 

of Modem Lyricism. The Colotmade, December, 19IS. 
Wetmore, Louis H. "Vox PopuU" (HUalie BeUoc).' 

America, Jan. 80. 
Wheelock, John HaU. Alan Seeger, Poet, KiUed in France. 

8oribit«r't Xagtatiu, January. 
White, Charles T. A Literary Diseoveiyi Unpublished 

Poems by Biyant, Holmes, WUttler and Gerrit Smith. 

The Bookman, Pdirueiy. 
Wtckbam, Joseph Francis. On Reading Virgil Agahi. Tkt 

CathoHe World, May. 
Wiener, Robert A Gala^ of Harvard's Poets. The Bot- 

to» Tranteript, Hay 9. 
Wilkinson, Marguerite. Concerning Another California 

Poet Thv Lot Angelet Oraphie, Nov. 11, I91S. 
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Laurels for a Los Angeles Poet. The Lot AugtUt 

GrapUe, Oct 98, 191S. 
IiCsderafalp snd Our Americso Culture. Tht Lot A»- 

gtltt arapkie, Dec. 30, 1916. 
Poet of Democracy. The Lot Angtlu OrapXie, Feb. 3. 
Poetry Society Meets In Graroeny Park. Tkt Lot Aw- 
gtUt arapkie. Nor. 18, 1916. 
VlUcox, Louise Collier. Poetry and tbe Child. Tkt Ntw 

BtjuAUo, July 91. 
Woodward, Fred E. Tbe Growth of Books on Poetry and 

Drama. Tht Book NttM Monthly, July. 
Wright, WUlard Huntington. Poetry (Culture In tbe " Enc. 

Brit"). Bttdy, Mirror, Dec. 99, 1918. 
Wyatt, Edith. Shelley and Oalrv Clalrmont Tht North 
Amtrtean BtoittB, January. 
Those Brontes. Fottry, A Magaxtne of Vtrtt, February. 
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VOLUMES OF POEMS PUBLISHED DUEING 

191S-1917 

AdUngtcm, Richard, Bom* tmagitt PotU, 1917. Honj^iton 



BarncT-, Danford. i)<Mt «/ Star*. John Lane Co. 
Banning Kendall. PiraltM: Or Tkt Cruu« of U« Blaek 

Rtv«ng». A MttodToma ta Thirtttn Aet*. BrotbCTS of 

the Book, Chicago. 
Baronti, Gcrvc lit th4 Btd Ttari, A Book of V*rt». The 

Four Seas Co. 
Bartholomew, Julia HslL Two Maiq»»t. Annriea — Ths 

Womtm of Shaketptare, The Gorham PresE. 
Basbford, H. H. Songi Out of 8e\ooL Houghton Hlfflin 

Ca 
Baxter, Silvester, Tk* DntBtn Eoum« and Otk»r Potm*. 

The Four Seas Co. 
Beck, Rachel Tongate. Tha CUg BtmOifvl. Christopher 

Publishing House, Boston. 
Benit, WiUIani Rose. Th» Ortat Whitt WaO. Yak Unt- 

versity Press. 
Tkt Burglar of th* ZotUae. The Tale Untversltj Press. 
Binyon, Laurence. Th4 Oautg. Potntt of tk* War. 

Houghton Mlfflia Co. 
Blackwell, Alice Stone. Armtitian PotmM. Rtndtrtd Mo 

Englith V*rit hf Alice Stone Bl&ckwelL Robert 

Chambers, Bostoo. 
Blsnden, Charles G., and Mathlson, Mlona, Cltieago An- 
thology. A CalUetion of V»tm from «• Work of Chi- 

eago Poiti. W4lk an Inlroduetion bg LlomtUyn Jonoi, 

The Roadside Press, Chicago. 
Boyajlan, Zabelle C. Armenian Ltgendi and Poemi. II- 

hutrattd and Compiltd by Zaballa C. Boyajian, with 

an Introdtution by Bight Hon. Viieount Brye*. E. P. 

Button and Co. 
Bradley, William AspenwalL OarUind* and Wayfatingi, 

TtumiBs B. Hosher. 
Old ChriMtmat and Othor Ktntueky TaUt fa Vom. 

Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Bralthwatte, William Stanley. Anthology of Magaifm* 

V»rtt for 1916, and T*aT Book of Amtriean Fottry. 

Laurence J. Gomme. 
Braley, Berton. ThingM a* Thiy Are. George H. Doran Co. 
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Bnndt, Harry Alomo. Th» Widovitd BaHh. Tkt Gorham 

Press. 
Bridges, EUubeth. VtrtM (Blackwdl). Loagmans. Green 

Brocdcc, Brian (Korongo). Potm; with a Foreword by 

M. P. WiUcocka. John Lane Co. 
Brown, Alice. Tha Road to Oattalif, and Lal«r Po*mi. 

Tlie Macmllisn Co. 
Brown, Eniest Vinton. Worotttar Potnu, 1915-1916. Tlie 

Rumford Press, Concord, New Hampshire. 
Brown, Helm Wililston. Ela» Vital. Tlie Gorham Press, 
Bijson, Lyman. Bmoky Boim. G. P. Putnam's Sons. 
Bock, MitcbeU S. Th4 Song* of PAryM. Nicholas L. 

Brown. 
Bonner, H. C Th« Potmt of B. C. £wm«r. Charles 

Scribner's Sons. 
Burton, Richard. Poam* of Barlk't Manning. Henry Holt 

and Co. 
Boss, Kate. Jnotu Bloek. McGrath-Sberrill Press, Bos- 
ton. 
Bynner, Witter. Oranttona Poami. Frederick A. Stoke* 



Cammacrts, Emiie. Nav Balgbtn Poama. Lea Trota »t 

Avtraa Poamaa. BngUah Trantlattona by Tita Brand- 

Cammaerts. John Lane Co. 
Cannso, May Wedderbum. In War Tima: Poama (Black- 

weU). Longmans, Green tc Co. 
Cams, T. Lucretius. Of tha Natura of Thinga. A MatHetU 

Trantlalion bf WUllam Ellery Leonard. E. P. Dntton 

and Co. 
Caiapman, Arthur. Owt Whara tha Waat Bagina. Hongfa- 

toa Mifflin Co. 
Cbenery, Ruth B. At Vaapar Tima, A Book of Poama. 

G. P. Putnam's Sons. 
Chittenden, H. M. Varaa. The Holly Press, Seattle. 
Clauson, J. EarL Tk» Dofa Book of Varia. Small, Maj- 

nard and Co. 
aegfaom, Sarah K. Porttatta and Protaita. Henry Holt 

and Co. 
Cobun^ Louise Helen. Kannabae, and Othar Poama. 

Sherman, French and Co. 
Coleridge, Samuel Taylor. BaUeUona from tha Poama of 

861 



by Google 



iHaMMfl Taylor CoUridg; edited bj A. HamStoD 

Hwinpson. G. P. Putnam's Sons. 
Cowles, Alfred Abentetfay. Po*at* aitd Lj/riet. Jameg T. 

White and Co. 
Cooler, 'f*>U>- Tl" Dame* of ¥o>Uh. Shennan, French and 

Co. 
CnnUffe, J. W. Po*nu of tU Ortat War. The MaonUlan 

Co. 

D., H. Soma ImagUt PotU, 1917. Hongfaton HlOin Ca 
"Dale, J. S. of." The Light of Provettee, A Dramatie 

Potm. G. P. Putnam's Sons. 
Daly, T. A. 8ong$ of W^dloek. Darld McKay. 
Dario, Reuben. EUoem Pomu of Bmbon Dario. Troiu- 

tattd by Thoma* Watth and Batomon d* (a Betoa. 

IiUrodtietitm by P*dTo B»»riqu«z UraiM. G. P. Put- 
nam's Sons. 
Damm, Laura Edith. From Idaho to Ton. The Goriiam 

Press. 
Davenport, W. E. Thnaody of tht ThrM WitntitM. Pri- 

Tately Printed, BrooklTii, N. Y. 
Daw, Beatrice. Songt of IntxperUtiea. lie Gorham Pres«. 
Dawson, Miles Meander. Brand. A Dramatic Po*m- By 

Henrik Ibsen. Tramlattd into Bngluh V»n« Bhgnud 

and in tht Or^i/utl Mttr*. The Four Seas Co. 
De la Mare, Walter. Ptaeack Pit. A Book of lUjmiM. 

Henry Holt and Co. 
Dd CastUlo, Mary Virginia. Thi RunM of Virginta <JU 

Vdla. The Christopher Publishing House, Boston. 
De Ryee, WUllam. Ttk«I. The Editor Co., Rldgewood, 

N.J. 
Dinnlt, Enid. A Scollop Bhtll of Qutat, vith aw tntrodme- 

Uon by Margaret h. Woods (Blackwell). Longmans, 

Green & Co. 
Donglss-Iirlne, Helen. A Beattop SAad of QtUat. vtlh an 

Introduetion by Margaret L. Woods (Bladcwell). 

Longmans, Green & Co. 
Downle, Vak. Tht Port of Calabar, and CotUg» FarM. 

Tbe Eddy Press Corporation, Cumberland, Md. 
Doyle, E. A. Troazan*: A Uaiqa* of tht Ood*. FrlTatdy 

Printed, Winchester. O. 
Duer, Douglas. Tht Vaiiithed World. Sherman, Prendi 

and Co. 
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Enldne, John. Thg Shadowtd How. The Lyik PublUb- 
log Co, New York. 

Fellowei, Page. Ftctory Crowned. With an Introdmetton 
by Horatio W. Dresser. Psul Elder and Co. 

Fick^ Arthur Davison. A» April Elegg. Mitdidl Ken- 
nerley. 

Flagg, Isaac. Ptritphont, A Mmqim. Paul Elder and Co. 

Flansburgh, Herbert Idlt-Timt Bimf, Piivatelj Printed, 
Bridgeport, Conn. 

Flecker, James Elroy. Th* CoUectad Potrnt of Jam** Et- 
roy FUcktr. With an Introdmction bf J. C Sqoli^ 
Doobledaf , Page and Co. 

Fletd]er, John Gould. 3om» Imagitt PotU, 1917. Hough- 
ton MUBin Co. 

Flint, F. S. Somt ImagUt PoaU, 1917. Houghton Mifflin 
Co. 

Foster, Jeanne Robert. Niighbori of Yttttrdagt. Sber- 
man, French and Co. 

Fuller, Henry B. lAna* Long and Short. Biographic^ 
SkttehM t» Varioat RhgthmM. Houghton Mifflin Co. 

Gallup, George Brewster. Tht UUtndt of lh» Bleit. the 

Sterling Press, Boston. 
Garrett, Erwln Clarkson. Armg Ballad* and Olhtr VtriM. 

The John C Winston Co. 
Garrin, John W. Canadian PotU and Pottrg. Fttitiidt 

A. Sttdces Co. 
Gibson, Wilfrid Wilson. Liotlihood. Dramatte Rtmrin. 

The Macmlilan Co. 

Poomt 1904-1917. Hie Macmlilan Co. 
Gilbert, Honis. A Book of Van*. Priratdr Printed. 
Godfrey, Hiomas. Tha Princt of PartMa. A Tragadg. 

BfKtad vith Introduction, Hittorioal, Biographical and 

Critical by Archibald Henderson. Uttle, Brown and 

Co. 
Golden, Grace Hary. Baekgroundt (Blackwell). Long- 
mans, Green & Co. 
Greenwood, Julia Wickham. From DoiMt to Eva. Rldiard 

G. Badger. 
Griffith, William. Lot)»* and Lot*a» of Fitrrot. Robert J. 

Shores. 

Hake, Tlionias Gordon. Parabta* and Talaa, with a Preface 
1^ his son, Thomas Hake. Elkin Mathews. 
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Hordj, Tbonus. StUettd Potm* of Thtnutu Hardy ((?«Mmi 

TrMfwy 8*riw). The Macmillan Co. 
H^j John. Th» CompUit Fottieal Worki of John Hay, 

wHh ao Introduction by Clarence L. Hay. Houghton 

Mifflin Co. 
Hafden, Alma Pendexter. Soldior Bo*gt. FTlvateljr 

Printed, Rochester, N. Y. 
Hawrd, Carolkie. Th» TottnUtg, and Othar Van: 

Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Hewlett, Maurice. Tht Song of tA< Plow. Bting th» Eng- 

Uih ChroMeU. The Macmillan Co. 
Hodgson, Ralph. Poam*. The Mannlllan Co. 
HofTenstein, Samuel, Lift Si'n^t a Song. Wilmarth Pub- 

Ushbig Co., New York. 
HoUey, Horace. Divinatiotu and Creation. Mitchell Ken- 
Howe, D. N. TAa WUe Jtf«n at Btthhhtm. Pentecostal 

Publishing Co., Louisville. 

Inman, Arthur Crew. Ono Who Drtamtd, Songi artd 
LyriOM. The Four Seas Co. 

Jobia, Oirick. Asphalt, and Other Poemt. Alfred A. 

Johnson, Christopher. Wtndoiee (Blackwell ) . Longmans, 

Green & Co. 
Johnson, James W. Fifty Toar$ and Other Poomt. The 

Comhill Co. 
Jtrfinson, Lionel. The Betigiou* Poem* of Lionel Johnton. 

Being a Selection from Hie Collected Work/, with a 

Preface bg Wilfrid Mtynell. The Macmillan Co. 
Jones, E. B. C Window (Blackwell). Longmans, Greco 

ftCo. 
Jones, Nina. Bar Book. Paul Elder and Co. 
Jones, Jr., Th(»uas S. The Rote-Jar. Thomas Bird Mosher. 
The Voice in tht Silmee. Thomas Bird Mosher. 

Kettle, T. M. Poem* and Farodia*. Frederick A. Stokes 



Lawrence, D. H. Amoret. B, W, Huebsch. 

8om4 Imagiet PotU, 1917. Houston Mifflin Co. 
Lcdonx, Louis V. Yzdra. A Tragedy. The MacmlUan Co. 
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Lee, A. H. E. Tk* Oaford Booh of Mgittetil F«r»«. Ox- 
ford University Press. 

Letts, W. M. Hallov-B'on, a»d Potmt of (At War. E. P. 
Dntton and Co. 
Tht Spirti of Oxford. E. P. Dntton and Co. 

Itadstj, VacbeL rA« Chinait NtghtingaU a»d Othtr 
Poems. Tbe Hacmlllan Co. 

LitchAeld. Grace Denlo. Tkt Bong of tht Sir»n*. G. P. 
Putnam's Sons. 

livesaf, Florence Randal 8o»gt of Ukraina, vith Ru- 
Mmwom Poomt. E. P. Dntton and Co. 

Logan, John Edward ("Barrj Dane"). V«T$e», Tht P«a 
omf Ptneil Ctub. Monlrral. 

Lowell, Amy. 3om» Imagitt Pott*, 1917. Houghton Mif- 
flin Co. 

MacGUi, Patrick. Solditr Song: E. P. Dulton and Co. 
Hackay, Constance D'Arcy. The Forttt Pnaetf* and Othtr 

Matgyttt. Henty Holt and Co. 
HacKaye, Percy. Sinbad th» Saihr. Hi* Adv«ntuT§t tatth 

fiaouty and the Ptaeoek Lady tn tht Cattlt of tht 

Forty Thitut*. Houghton Mifflin Co. 
Th» CanttTburg Pilgrimt. An Optra. Tht Ttxt by 

Ptrcg MaeKagt. Tht Mntio by Btginald dt Kottn. 

Tbe Maanillan Co. 
Mackintosh, E. A. A Highland Rtgimmt. John Lane Co. 
MacMUIan, Mary. Tht Littlt Golden Fountmn, and Othtr 

Vtritt. Stewart and Kldd Co. 
Masefleld, John. Lollingdon Doient, and Othtr Poomi. 

The Macmillan Co. 
HtM-Wattr Potmt and BaOadt. The Mannillan Co. 
Seltetiont from tht Pottry of John Mattfitld, Edited bg 

Henry Siidel Canby, Frtdtriek Erattui Pitree, and 

WUlard Bigltg Durham. The MannUIan Co. 
Masters, Edgar Lee. Spoon Riotr Anthology. lUuttrated 

by Otittr Htrford. The Macmillan Co. 
H«Iby, Gustav. King Saint Olaf. A Drama in Pite Act*. 

Richard G. Badger. 
Ulddleton, Soudder. BlretU and Facet. The Little Book 

Publisher, Arlington. N. J. 
Monroe, Harriet, and Henderson, Alice Corbin. The Ntw 

Poetry. An Anthology, l^e Macmillan Co. 
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Ledoiu, Louis V. Qtorg« Edvard Woodbtrn/, A Study of 

Hit Pottry. The Poetry Review Co. 

Meynell, Everard. The tAft of Franeii Thomfwon (2V#w 
an«-voUtm»d Edition). Charles Scribner's Sons. 
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SOME IMPORTANT VOLUMES OF POEMS 

PUBLISHED DURING J916-19J7 

TAm« nofai iatiad to give tome iattrpritatict idta of 
the book* wtdtr remm>. Bookl an dialt with up to tbi 
8»pttmber pvblicatioiu at far at I teat tnabltd to txamin* 
thtm in advanoed praoft. In my trtatmettt 1 hav« tried 
to keep in mind a ttaltirunt of Max Eattman't, — that, 
" The fundamental act of life ii not judgment but ehotoe. 
It it not what peopU have decided but what people want, 
that it of original and dixiine importance." 

In the Red Tear*. A Book of Verte. By Oene Ba- 
ronti. (The Fonr Seas Co.) The first volume of w, ^oiing 
poet who is timorous when she dreams and arrogantly bold 
when observing life. I like her best as a dreamer for she 
tonches reality deeper; she Is familiar with beauty, and 
nature conHdes secrets to her. In the section called 
" Sketches " she b as a child on the mother-breast of Na- 
ture, and the sustenance of rererence, delight, and mystery 
she drinks, makes of her an adorable Innocent. But she be- 
comes a wild, untamable spirit In the world of war and 
dtles and men, as the sardonk; menace of " The Red 
Laugh," the Irony of " Worshippers," and the mocking ar- 
raignment of ** Hie Searcher " show. She Is a luminous child 
with the veil of perversity about her imagination j the day 
Hiss Barontl drops this veil a radiance of song will burst 
forth. 

Qarlandt and Wagfaringt, By ITjIIiam Aipenvall Brad- 
ley. (Thomas Bird Mosher.) With other themes Mr. 
Bradley shows the versatility of his poetic gifts. In these 
poems the fruits of a ripe culture, a love of beauty and 
art for Its own sake, are combined with an idyllic sensi- 
bility to nature and a classic sympathy with the spirit of 
life. The art here Is exquisitely finished, and It ts chiefly 
concerned with those rare and delightful interests which 
attract by their elusive' substance. Charm Is the quality 
which characterises these poemsi from such subjects as 
these — the tribute to the dead French poet, MorJas, lovely 
children, European scenes, gardens, the seasons, the " swret 
syllables" of Spenser's and Sidney's English speech — 
Mr. Bradley extracts this enduring essence. This Is a 
quality to cherish In a contemporary verse, for In spite 
of its other virtues, this indefinable gift Is not In abondance. 
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Old Ohrtitmat and Othtr Kmtucky ToIm Ik V§n». Bf 
William Atp*H«all Brodltg. (Houghton HUBln Co.) 
This ought to prove one of the most popular books of verae 
of the fear. The material has beea treated In Actkm but 
not Ilium Inatingly, and now for the first time treated with 
the vbual and imaginative power of the poet. It Is a rich 
field of primitive life, tcry with the passions of love and 
bate, fearleBS and recldcu in danger, tender In its senti- 
ments, fierce in Its pride, and with all the legendary and 
Bnperstitlous elements of a folk lineage. Mr. firsdlejr tells 
a number of tales in verse of these people of the Kentucky 
Cumberlands, the raciest and most picturesque In can> 
temporary verse. They are too inimitable to be described, 
they must be read for their humor, pathos, character of 
the folic, vivid Interest, and narrative power. From 
Oie mystical hallucination of the childless woman In 
"Old Christmas" to the tender surrender of Mally to her 
dream In "The New Ufc" they flow vrith thrilling, ab- 
sorbing and exciting Interest. They are as American In 
background and feeling as Mr. Frost's New England idylls 
Mr. Masters' inscrlpUona of Spoon River, and Mr. Nd- 
hardt's epic of pioneer fur-trading days in the Northwest. 

Th» Road to Ctutaly and Lattr Potm*. By Aliet Bnxm. 
(The Macmillan Co.) Twenty years ago Miss Brown pub- 
lished a volume of poems with the alluring title Tht Road 
to Cailaty. The poems were of a rare and exquisite beauty. 
The volume has been almost forgotten, yet by that collec- 
tion of seventy slender pages Alice Brown won a high 
place among modem American poets. Even in those days 
Miss Brown was passionately self-critical. Nothing went 
Into that volume but what was pure gold. Hiss Brown 
has a poetic imagination that Is vibrantly luminous. Eveiy 
dream and mood possesses a quickening sense of beauty. 
Yet the most appealhig note In her work is a clarity BO 
vivid, that for the subtlety of thought and rich simplicity 
of language, life and nature are imaged with a clean-tex- 
tured reality. In reprinting these earlier poems with later 
ones, Miss Brown Is sure to revive that admiration which 
her poetry deserves. Few poets of onr time have given to 
the phrase such goldm finalities, streaking It with the very 
essence of spontaneous emotkn. In "Sunrise on Mans- 
field Mountain," Alice Brown has written a poem which 
makes American poetry glorious by its existence. The al- 
chemy of poetry is In every word of the poem. " A West 
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Country Lover," "Horn airUU," "Morning In Camp," and 
"The Unseen Fellowship," all have the Incomparable glow 
of lovellneas. In tbe later poems freshness, vitality, inuslCi 
show nono of time's wearing. 

Th4 ar»ik Anthology (PotoItM VS.). Tht Amators 
Bpigratiu, CotnpltUh/ Rmdtrad into Enifluh for the Firtt 
Tim». By MitchM 8. Bttck. (Privately Printed.) Seven 
bondred and fifty copies of this edition of the amatory epi- 
grams have been printed for private circulation, but tbe 
Importance and beauty of Mr. Buck's work demands to be 
recorded for tbe benefit of bibliophiles and students of the 
Greek Anthology. "The epigrams here given," be states In 
Us IntroductioD, "arc translated from the 'Antholo^e 
Grequfc' Tradulte sur le texte public d'apres Ic manuscrit 
palatin par Fr. Jacobs, a translation of the entire Anthology 
of Cepbalas into French, except for certain epigrams ren- 
dered In Latin. The entire first main section — the Ama- 
tory Epigraios, covering a period from 400 a. c. to 550 a. ih 
— is given In English for the first time, being translated 
from tbe French text without expurgation, several epigrams 
obvlonily belongings by right of subject, In other sections, 
being retained, as well as a few others whose exact meaning 
seems hopelessly obscured. Those epigrams also over which 
tbe modest, and anonymous, French translator cast ' le voile 
dlscret et pudlque de la phrase latlne ' have been duly ren- 
dered In English, for the sake of completeness, although 
tbe few epigrams so treated are by no means the most 
characteristic." These "souvenirs of the lighter moments 
of the Greek and Bj'santine poets," Is another evidence of 
Mr. Buck's triumphant preoccupation with Greek beauty. 

Tha Song* of Phryn». By MitehM S. Buck. (Nicholas 
L. Brown.) Mr. Buck Is quite alone among American 
poets tn the rendering of Greek life and nature, both la 
original creation, and translations from Greek authors.. In 
this slim little volume he has most delicately and exquisitely. 
In a series of prose poems, pieced together a biography of 
Phryne tlw famous Greek courtesan and mistress of Praxi- 
teles, from her letters. She writes to Archlas, of ber fa- 
mous offer to rebuild Tbebesi " I, Phryne, once a Boeotian, 
offered to rebuild with Athenian gold those walls of Thebes, 
famous In song) to restore the seven gates of tbe city of 
Cadmus. All I asked, as a memorial, was that, upon the 
new walls, there be Inscribed these words; What the great 
Alexander destroyed, Phryne restores," The citiiens r^ 
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fused her offer, bat tbe mcmorf of her besutj' Is more 
durable than sbme, and In this and tbe tonn of Praxltcks' 
Venus she lives. Mr. Buck In hla beautiful poems has made 
her articulate. 

Po»m* of Barlk'i Mtawng. By Riekard fiurtoo. 
(Henry Holt & Co.) After a long silence a new volume 
of poems comes to tbe welcoming devotion of Riehard Bur- 
ton's msnf admirers. Ever since tbe wild fragrance of the 
early collection Dinab in Jvn», this poet has been eon- 
stantlf interested in tbe spiritual mystery of earth. He 
possesses no obscure philosophy about tbe earth's mean- 
ing such as Meredith had, nor the oracular self-dedication 
of Wordsworth; he Is simpler tlian the former and less 
austere than tbe Latter in his relationship, and thus lie- 
comes an interpreter In terms of experience rather than 
symbols. This is due to the fioefs human sympathies, for 
Us feeling for the great mystery of nature is the out-flow- 
ing Ideal of his brotherly affections. This faith Is summed 
np in such a poem as "llie Earth Mother," and many 
another song and lyric gives eloquent testimony of hb 
creed. With passionate ecstasy Dr. Burtxm adheres to tbe 
virtuous tradition of English verse, and that the tradition 
has vitality and beauty tiis elegy on that fine poet and 
rare man, Arthur Upson, " A Midsummer Memory," shows 
with bounteous fuilnesa, 

QTtnitmtt Poemi. A Stqvenet. By Witttr Bymur. 
(Frederick A. Stokes Co.) Since Mr. Bynner's first book. 
An Odt to Harvard and Otkar Po»mt, published nearly 
ten years ago, he has not given us a botdi of lyrics; vivid. 
Intense dramatic pieces like "The Little King" and 
"Tiger," and that superb democratic chant "Tlie New 
World," have served to mark the growth and beauty of his 
poetic powers, but there was no definite performance upon 
which we could seise, to look through and around, to esti- 
mate his purely lyrical gifts. But here it ComA at last 
like a golden galleon loaded with a precious store of music 
and mystery. Qfnttont Po«m», is llie supreme aeltieve- 
ment of this poet who has never lacked a subtle and affect- 
ing muse. I will not offend Mr. Bynner, nor ^ould 1 be 
rebuked, when I fall ba^ upon an " Invidious compari- 
son," in attempting to compass the general quality of this 
volume In a statement; Orenttont Potra* ft an elaborate 
fulfillment of Housman's " A Shropshire Lad." It Is well- 
known that Mr. Bynner was one of the earliest and most 
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puslonate adtnlrers of Housman's bot^ but tt wHI not 
be kDOWQ until this volume of Or»tulon« Potm* falls 
into the reader's hands, that Mr. Bynner has out-masterad 
bis master. Gremtone is a reality tucked up under the 
shadows of Mt Monaduock, and the little village beld the 
Beatrice whose life and whose love throws bo much beauty 
of light and mystery upon these lyrics. "Is there such a 
place as Grenstone? Celia, hear than ask I" Yes there 
is, from wboae streets the poet sends his dreams and moods 
out in the world, calling them back again when the shadow 
of Celia's presence upon the earth vanishes to become a 
spiritual substance, recognised through reality, in the mys- 
tery of death. "Grenalone," "Away from Grenstooe" 
and " Grenstone Again," are the three general divisions of 
the volume within which are grouped the sequence of 
lyrics. There are eighteen of these inner groups of poems 
flowing into one another like one note of music into an- 
other, and like the abstraction Iiehind tlie notes of music, 
behind tliese lyrics Is a continuous symbolism. Not the 
least Inexplicable In meaning. It is best understood when 
felt rather than explained, as it weaves its emotional spell 
through the moods and themes of the book. It is a magical 
book — of feeling of mudc, of pure and exquisitely lyric 
embodiments. 

From tht Htart of a Folk. By WaxtrUy Twtur Car- 
trtieharl. With on liUroduelion by Jamai Holly Hanford. 
(The ComhiU Co.) Professor Hanford tolls us in his tai- 
troduction to these appealing poems that the author is a 
" full-bhMded Southern Negro, that until last summer he 
has never been away from his native Alabama, that he has 
bad but the most limited advantages of education, and that 
be has shared the portion of his race In hardship, poverty, 
and tolL He does not know why be wrote these poems." 
And be adds " It Is an amazing thing that he should have 
done so — a freak, we may call it, of the wind of genius 
which bloweth where it Ilstotb and singles ont one In ten 
thousand to find a fitting speech for the dumb thought and 
feeling of the rest . . . We are reminded of no poet so 
strongly as of Bums." Many have claimed the mantle of 
Paul Laurence Dunbar, but only upon the shoulders of 
Waverley Turner Carmlcbaei has It fallen, and he wears 
it with becoming grace and fitness. For this poet, a veri- 
table child of the Negro folk, ^ves expression to Its spirit 
In mood and language more aldn to the ante-bellum " spir- 
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Ituel" than any writer I know. Like those "block and , 
unknown bards" he sings because he must, with all their 
fervid ImaginatlTeness, sfmboliEations, poignant strains of 
pathos, and philosophic humor. 

Out Wh«r« th« WtMt B»gin» mtd Othtr TFwtam Vtrit. 
By Arthvr Chapman. (Houghton MifObi Co.) Where the 
"West begins" Is a state of being rather than a geo- 
graphical locality, for does not Mr. Chapman tell us so 
in the titular poem to this volume? And to have a new 
poet, all that state ai being has to do Is to flash a new 
disposition and new moods. Hr. Chapman has caught 
these, and with the tame materials familiar to readers of 
"western" verse, excites new interests. About these 
verses though, is a clarltj, a wholesomeness that has a 
perfume of Its own. It is plain fare, but the poet has a 
w«^ of serving it, which imparts dignitf and eloquence to 
the subject 

PoTtnM* and Protft: By Sarah N. Claghorn. (Henry 
Holt & Co.) This Is Miss Cleghom"B flrst volume of 
poems, and will be welcomed by the great number of ad- 
mlrers who became acquainted with her art some years 
ago when she published a poem "EmlUa" over a pseu- 
donym In the Atlantic Monthtg. Her art has a ma|^c 
shimmering with the hardy and stately features of the 
Vermont londscafie. Its touch of quaintness b alluring. 
Her feeling for the freshness of youth and the mellow- 
ness of age is curlonsiy, but attractively, blended. In 
strange conjunction with this note is the fiery Idealism of 
the poet, whose pas^on for social Justice bums all the 
brighter for a sturdy spiritual conscience. She has the 
lyrical Intensity of Meredithian verse, with Its subtle 
rhythms and sparkling riiymes. 

Potvu, CoUecttd Edition tn Two Volumtt. By Plor- 
€nct Earlt Coatt*. (Houghton Mifflin Co.) To read Into 
Mrs. Coates' coUected Potmt Is' to become reacquainted 
with many poems already a part of our surviving posses- 
sions, and to meet with a sheaf of new ones through which 
are expressed the poet's manifold emotions on the war. 
Not all the storm and stress, surging around the advanced 
moods and forms of the radicals, can sweep this idealistic 
and melodious poetry from devoted attention. It stands 
too solidly upon human principles for that, and has a way 
of honouring spiritual virtues too reverently to fall of the 
deepest appreciation. Always aiming at the universal, 
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Mrs. Coatea glvea expression to our common hopes and as- 
pirations, our common Joya and sorrows, to ideaU and 
sentiments of lofty appeaL Hers is the refreshing sanity 
of the old-fosfaloned, voicing the eternal message of life. 

Th» Bhadotetd Hour. By John Ertkliu. (The Lyric 
Pubilshing Co.) The four poems by Mr. Erdcine which 
compose this little book are full of poise and dignity and 
tbougtrtfulness. "Youth Dying" strikes a note of noble 
sacrifice of youth in this war, for the eternal good that Is 
to come after when "life will be free to follow deathless 
wars, Ardent for love, still striring for the stars " ; " Satan," 
shows the Evil One mocldng, questioning and challenging 
God In the last hour wlien the "universe had long since 
gone to wrack") It is a terrific and dramatic speculatk>n; 
" Ash- Wednesday," is a poetic discussion of religious origins, 
the search of a dreamer rather than a philosopher for a con- 
viction of truth from the sources of human love and broth- 
erhood) and "TtK Sons of Metaneire," tells of the rain 
fears concerning Demeter, transformed Into an 4dd woman 
through her grief over the loss of Persephone, mothering 
the sons of Metanelra at Eleusis. Mr. Ersklne's blank 
verse has a rich and varied texture and gives expression 
to imaginative Impulses of the highest 

An April EUgy. By Arthur Daviton Pick*. (Mitchell 
Kennerley.) The long poem wWch gives tlUs volume its 
title Is a dramatic rhapsody of love killed at Ute core by 
the worm of disilluskin. One wild day and night of ec- 
stasy — parting and a year's absence — meeting, and the 
brief, bitter struggle to relight a dead ember. The note 
of passion Mr. Ficke pitches and keeps in a high key, with 
a wealth of variations echoing off in melancholy cries of 
pain, longings, unsatisfled ecstasies. Apart from its hn- 
man story, the poem is beautiful for its sustained poetic 
quality, its shnple but swift rhythmic movement, its en- 
vlronroentai accompaniments to the moods of the lovers. 
The group of lyrics included in the volume have Mr, 
Ficke'8 characteristic completeness of touch, especially the 
interpretation of the " Seven Japanese Paintings," the se- 
ries of " Eight Sonnets," and the realistic, unrtiymed 
rhythms of the "Caf« Sketches." 

CAiiwfi Lyrict by Pai Ta-thmt (Dr. Frtdtriek Fttgrton). 
(Kelly and Walsh, Yokohama.) The most extraordlnaiy 
poetic revelation of the year is tills volume of Chinese lyrics 
written by Dr. Frederick Peterson of New York, over (be 
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signature of Pol TK-ahnn. l%e diud personality of the 
ButboT becomes one of those unexplainable mysteries irtiich 
seems to entirely transform tbe power and insight of the 
individual; tbe case of Dr. Peterson is even more extraordi- 
nary than that of WUliam Sharp. As was remarked, "Hie 
emlitent New York physidan becomes, when he writes 
poetry, Pai Ta-ehun, a serene philolsopher of the mysterious 
Orient of a day lost In the centuries." The lyrics are very 
beautiful. 

Tht ColUettd Potmt of Jams* EWoy Fhekir. With on 
Introduction by J. C. S^uira. (Doubleday, Page and Co.) 
Tbe poems of James Elroy Flecker have scarcely created 
tbe Interest In America whicb they deserve. Among tiie 
younger English poets he was perhaps the most finished 
artist of them all. He died at Davos, Swltserland, Jan. 3, 
19IA, of tuberculosis, after a short career In tbe English 
consular service through which be became acquainted with 
tbe East. Flecker wrought purely and solely for beautyi 
be was very much out of tune with the Inheritance of Eng- 
lish poetry, and served the Influence of the French Parnas- 
sians. In his best known volume published before his death, 
Tkt Qoldtn Joitrn»jf to Samarkand, be has a preface, dated 
at Bcyreuth, Syria, In which be sets forth his poetic aims. 
From it I quote bis query, "English criticism, can It not 
learn from tbe Parnassian or any tolerable theory of poetic 
art to examine the beauty and not the * message ' of 
poetry?" And, "This importunity of tbe 'message,' this 
'old puritan spirit' has corrupted nearly all our artists, 
from William Wordsworth down to tbe latest writers of 
manly tales in verse. If we have preaching to do. In hear- 
en's name let us c^l It a sermon and write it in prose. It 
Is not the poet's business to save man's soul but to make 
It worth saving. It Is not his business to make wise re- 
flections about the social and moral problems of the day, 
but, whether inspired by a slum window in Camden Town 
or by an old volume picked up for a soldo in the streets 
of Florence, to make beautiful tbe tragedy and tragic 
beauty of man's Ufe. Many of our great English poets 
have preached moral theories, or expounded In verse their 
philosophies of life; but it Is to be remembered that what 
endures of their woric Is that portion wherry despite them- 
selves, tbey wrote like poets." And so in his own work 
Flecker wrote with the " shigle intention of creating beauty." 

SommU. a Fir$t a»n»e. By Mahlon Ltonard FiiAar. 
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(pDblitbed by the Antbor at SOI East TwelfUi Street, 
New York.) Here Is a trcaiuiy of wnnets. Mr. Fisher 
Is imapproached u a sonneteer in contemporarf American 
verse. His ansteritT', Itls elaborately carven phrases, his 
"organ tones," are Sbaltespeare's, Hilton's, Wordsworth's, 
Keats' gifts to this American poet Thej have given him 
tlie form, be has his own substance. For this bocdc Amer- 
ica ought to be generoiu with her praise. 

LbtlOiood. Dramatie Bntrit*. By Wilfrid Wilton Otk- 
ton. (The Maonillan Ca) When Mr. Gibson writes about 
labor, he Is one of the men who IbImt; and so we get some- 
thing besides truth, we get truth in ber raiments of charm 
and grace; and we also get something besides the beauty 
of art, we get an art whose substance Is reality. Thus me 
can say of this poet, that be is truly a poet of the people. 
Now, that is a common thing to say about a poet wlm writes 
about humanity in the moss. Tlie term is so common that 
few take the trouble to discover bow easily It may be mis- 
applied. To be a poet of the people today Is quite a differ- 
ent thing frmn being a poet of the people a generation, or 
a century, ago. To be a poet of tite people, the people 
must understand you; they must have another conviction, 
they must know you understand them. It is easy to expe- 
rience theb feelings, any number of poets have done that, 
but It Is difficult to express those feelings In their right and 
proper forms. Mr. Gibson is • poet of the people because 
he has somehow got Into the consciousness of a class; and 
that consciousness is recognized by the woridngman of the 
world. His social vision, then, is perfect; it Is the unveil- 
ing of a soul, and it is that upon which the reader looks 
when reading Mr. Gibson's poems. 

Th« DtefM Imagt. A Book of Lj/rict. By Cardint 
Oillintoi. (The Cornhlll Co.) Now and then there comes 
into the world a soul who discovers the eiqterlence that 
lay in its path i^jon earth, are so many shattered crystals, 
and life becomes a piecing and fitting together of those 
crystals into the Divine Image. Such a poet was Croshaw, 
and Blake, and Francis Thompson. These were the su- 
preme children who made their toys out of dreams, buUd- 
Ing them into mysteries, making them forget such trivial 
things as kings and wars, trade and Inventions, all the 
ambitions and desires limited by the rims of the world. 
These supreme children have sisters and brothers with 
lesser powers wbo seek out of tlielr experiences to create 
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Images, and the adorable saDctlties from dreams. MIm 
Giltinan Is one of these, and this little book is a tesUmony 
of her spiritual quests. Brief, flaahing fragments of ex- 
perience, they bold each one, a part of tliat Image which 
makes the Divine Presence felt in the world. And thejr 
do this not by being in the common sense of the word, 
religious, but bf being mystical, by giving to life its tone 
of fulness. Its quality of earth-sense. It Is a bondage, that 
is all, from which the soul seeks escape and the escape 
is made through that perpetual desire for acceptance into 
the Divine WilL Such an art as this Is Joyous, praising 
ecstatically, reverent for the while when jaj is shadowed 
by pain or sorrow. And so these lyrics, shining with 
simple words and phrases, flutter like doves against the 
sunlight, dream against dream in tiie mystery of the 
Great Dream. 

Po«m*. By Baliph Hodgton. (The MacmlUan Co.) 
Mr. Hodgson, whose reputation was sustained in England 
through the publication of his poems in broadsides and 
pamphlets, was recently awarded the Edward de PoUgnac 
prize, and in this slim volume Is for the first time made 
accessible to American readers. His poetry Is the kind 
about wlilch clings the oldest traditions of the art There 
Is the emotional impulse of Keats, and the imaginative 
strangeness of Beddoes, in Hodgson. The epical atmos- 
phere In the brief compass of the story of "The Bull,** 
the glories which bless the achievement of man's life in 
"^Rie Song of Honour," the fascinating, subtly cadenced 
record of the temptatbm and sin of woman In "Eva," are 
extraordinary poems. In tliese and the shorter pieces 
lyrical simplicity Is fragrant, like a flower whkh gives 
with Its odor a poignant essence. Indefinably clinging to 
the sense and memory. Mr. Hodgson Is very Uttle Inter- 
ested in the concrete world about him. There Is at race 
too grave and too gay a speculation about, not what the 
things In themselves may 1)^ but what they suggest to Us 
spiritual curiosity. Somewliat like Blake and Christopher 
Smart be has been cardess with his treasures, but in this 
volume they are preserved for the delight of those who 
admire a sensitive artist with sn Intuitive vision, 

Divinationt and Crtation, By Horac* EoUty. (Hitdi* 
ell Kennerley.) There is a beauty In these poems that 
gives one a sense of moods weU-deflned, and yet with a 
mystical substance. Modernity has a little different meaa- 
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ing for Mr. HoUey tbui for most contemporai; poetsj 
there is something primitive and oracular, something almost 
mythical for him in the ImpulK of experience. Perhaps It 
U because be is ever consoloua of the chronicle of time which 
be sees richly Inscribed In the nature of the earth buS' 
tainlng the existence of man. Whatever It Is, It creatca a 
vague, awesome note In these poems full of visioDol quali- 
ties, often rendered brilliant by a fine artistic complete- 
ness of expression. 

Ow Who Dreamtd. Soitfft and Lyriet. By Arthur 
Crew InmtM. (Tbe Four Seas Co.) The dreamer is youth 
In Uiese verses la whose eyes are visions — memory be- 
longs to age — looking out upon nature and life, now with 
a tinge of sadness, and ofteo with that desire In which 
curiosity is alive with surprise and delight at tbe lieauty 
of the world. To this young poet the world is less a 
"number of things" than it is a spirit expressing itself In 
cofor. Dreams, eternity, nature, perpetually furnish a 
background for his moods, which are melodiously evoked. 
Tbe little sketch, with an Incident of the French Revolu- 
tion OS Its theme, wlikh closes the volume, shows consider- 
able dramatic ability, and promises notable experiments in 
tbe poetic drama. 

Tht Htart of a Woman and Othtr Potmt. By Otorgia 
Donglaa Johiuon. (The CornbiU Co.) Well wrought scHigs 
voicing the dreams of a woman's heart — In her love, bomc^ 
ambitions, joys; In her sympathetic and intuitional response 
to nature and the world. Brief for the most part, these 
songs leave an echoing strain of a heart brimnUng with 
passion for life. Often a rhyme, a phrase, an epithet, 
leaves the singer breathless before the sudden fulfilment 
of desire, before self reflected in the mirror of tbe poet's 
own yearning. There is the lyric gift here that leads to 
a shining goaL 

Fifty Ytart and Othtr Pomti. By JamM W*tdt>n John- 
ton. (Hie Comhill Co.) Four years ago tbere appeared 
In the New York TJmM a poem called "Fifty Years," 
written to celebrate tbe semi-centennial of Lincoln's eman- 
cipation of the slaves, and immediately attracted wide- 
Spread Interest and admiration. The poem was written 
by a man who was at tbe time in the consular service of 
the nation, and the anonymous author of a novel TAs 
Autobiography of an Ex-Color»d Man, which had cre- 
ated much speculation among tbe critics. Though Mr. 
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Johnson has written the words for many popular songi, 
and translated the libretto of "Goyescas" from the 
Spanish produced two years ago at the Metropolitan, Us 
chief literary interest has been in serious verse. In this 
the note in the more Important pieces \a severe i be 
^ves an intellectaal virility to the treatment of racial 
problenu and subjects hitherto unapproached. Hicm 
themes, however — including some humorous dialect pieces 
and songs — are but a portkm of the contents of this book. 
He finds in humanity a kindred response to the common 
moods of experience, and the soul behind It breaks forth in 
many a finished bit of song. And always with him song 
Is eloquent, even though it may be touched, as it sometimcB 
is, with a note of subtle Irony. Mr. Johnson has rendered 
the life and scenery of the Caribbean shores in a group 
of exquisite poems; and bis translations from the Spanidi 
show his sympathy with and understanding of Latin art and 

Atphalt and Otlur Potm*. By Orriek Jokmt. (Alfred 
A. Knopf.) Taking the most commonplace aspects of 
things and extracting a full measure of loveliness, not by 
making the object in Itself of greater virtue but by evoking 
a finer sigidficance of it, is a merit in Mr. Johns that li 
unusuaL Mr. Johns, as a poet, has passed through many 
transformations, but fais best transformation is in being him- 
self. It Is conceivable that a number of poets could have 
written the group of poems In this volume called Arphalt, 
even though the gusto or the swagger may not be quite ao 
peculiarly fetching, but In the group of "Country Rhymes" 
and " Old Youth," It would be difficult to find another poet 
capturing Just Hr. Jt^s' quality of magic. There are 
poems in these groups that fairly bewitch one; they are 
so simple, so incisive with tender feeling, so saturated with 
speU. Mr. Johns' Lyric Year Prize poem, "Second Ave- 
nue," here included, strikes a fine poetic attitude but is a 
little too conscious and detached. But there fs no ques- 
tioning his spontaneity, bis fine lyric quality, when he 
weaves his verse out of the drcnmstantial substance of his 

T\t Voiea In th« Stlsnos. By Tkomat B. Jonti, Jr. 
With an Jntroductttm by /omM Lans Allm. (Thomas 
Bird Mosher.) "Thus Uiis poet's song: native to the 
woods from which it never wanders j Intent upon a theme 
which it never relinquishes — the forest and the pilgrims. 
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Uj" writes Hr. Allen in hia introduction to this collection 
of pooni. Here are sbf and reticent songs, busy about 
fragrant things and elusive ntoods, tbe very words tbat 
speak tbem, settliog to mnsic like a flock of birds amoi^ 
lea^ trees. Beautiful things like silences, and lllac-tlme, 
and tbe spirit of dreams in books and pictures and mnsic, 
and tbe beauty of admiration and praise for friendship, 
these give a grace and charm to this book. 

Main Btntt and Ottier Po«mt. By /oyo« KUmtr. 
(George H. Doraa Co.) Transfiguring tbe homely, the 
commonplace the familiar, and yet no modem realist in 
tlie sense of glorifying tbe ugly or celebrating rirtue in 
soiled garments, Mr. Kilmer's poems are admirable for 
their persuasive qualities. As in Ids former book lie made 
the reader love " Tbe House With Nobody in It," because 
of its undeserved neglect, and "The Twelve- Forty-Plve " 
suburban train, because of tbe human freight It carried, 
each man with his cares and hopes, his joys and sorrows, 
so In this new book you see a new significance in "Main 
Street" under the poet's illunilnating affection for its 
life and scenes; and this some illmnlnation of sympathy and 
understaDding lights up " Roofs," " Houses," and other ob- 
jects of familiar associations. To these subjects of tbe 
"homespun" poet of a generation ago Mr. Kilmer brings 
a perfectly endowed art, which proves tliat poetry is in 
tbe man and that tbe theme becomes beautiful when Im- 
bued with the spirit of the poet. The poet's religious 
faith is given beautiful expression in a number of poems 
burning with a devotion wlilch only Catholic poets know. 

Tht Qrgat VaS*}/. By Edgar L*t Matter: (Tbe Mac- 
millan Co.) With each succeeding book Mr. Masters' po- 
sition grows more secure as tbe most typical American 
poet of to-day. He put such a wealth of emotion, along 
with other unusual qualities. Into the " Spoon River An- 
thology," that, until be catches his Inspirational breath 
ag^n, he has bad to rely upon ideas for the main sub- 
stance of his poems. This is not to say that the pottns 
in Tk4 Ortot Vallay are lacking in emotSonal sub- 
stance, but tbe book has Its vitally, and even most of its 
beauty, from dear-visioned thougbL Mr. Masters de- 
scribe this book of his in his dedication better tfaan any 
critic has done; it is dedkated to the memory of Squire 
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DktIs and Lndnda Masters, In " admlratiOD of thdr great 
■trengtb, masteiy of life, hopefulness, dear «nd beautiful 
danocracr." That Is a description of Th* Oreat FaJ- 
Ity, and if it lacks a certain poetic fuIflUmcDt It makes 
up as far as it Is possible with intellectual lest and an in- 
dividual power of expression. 

StrMtt and Faeti. By Bcuddtr Middhton. (The Lit- 
tle BwA Publisher.) The distress of life is revealed to 
this poet in his casual observation of the dtf and its peo- 
ple. For some aspects he has pity, for others, indignation. 
He scans the street to detect its realities of good and 
evil; he scans human faces to discover the light of love 
Bad brotheriiood. Scarcely reallilng the intention, Mr. 
Middlebw makes love the moral Issue In his art; for its 
Dccessitj' Is the correction for evils. The quiet and re- 
strained manner of tlie poet's approach to life gives an 
nnusnal sinceritf to his worlc The mood blossoms slowly 
but Rurelf, and in Its full flowering gives the permanence 
of truth. He bandies his themes, whose glamor b at the 
core and not on the surface of bis mood, with a flexibility 
of metre that shows an excellent conunand of technique. 

By BtndtmMr'i Slrtam: Lyrici. By Tkotaa* Moort, 
(Thomas Bird Mosher.) Not all the poetry that Is given 
tiie ^amor of the prefix " new " Is written today. Most of 
It was written yesterday, and among yesterday's poets there 
1> a great deal In Tom Moore that has neitlier faded nor 
grown discordant Mr. Mosher, with his customary in- 
stinct for loveliness wherever It abides, iias selected about 
thirty of Tom Moore's best lyrics and brou^t them to- 
gether in this exquisite volume. All the brightness and 
music, the delicate responsiveness of mood, clear flashes 
of sentiment, and variable fendes, are as fresh as ever In 
this Irish poet whose charm has stood the test of a century. 

Whit» Fountain*. Odti and Lyrie*. By Edward J. 
O'Brien. (Small, Maynard & Co.) The long odes which 
<^n Mr. O'Brien's volume, are based on the metrical 
form of the rhythms of the Gregorian plain chant. In 
■ubstance they symbolise through "Flesh" and "Flower," 
the temple of materiality throu^ which the Light shlnea 
and the Word speaks. These odes are highly mystical and 
visionary, and must be read only in antSclpaUon of the 
three odes to come vrtdch complete the poet's conception 
of the divine origin and progression of life. The beauty 
of Mr. O'Brien's verse in these odei is nndeniable. In the 
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aonga and Ijriea whkfa make up the latter half of the bookt 
the poet gives us those wistful, hauutlng moods and strains 
of Celtic tIsIods. Intensity is the notable quality In these 
lyrics rather than range and variety of substance^ But 
Um sense of beauty is complete. 

A Cabuttt of Jad«. Bj) David (yNM. (The Four Seas 
Co.) These brkf snatdies of verse in the Japanese spirit, 
suggesUve, suspensive, Intuitive, are very lovely. At the 
poet declares in his poem " Critldsm," he will not have 
his song " drcumscribed," within the "circle of tradi- 
Uon," but sing as " the sun sings " and so bring forth all 
the moods of hia spirit Overflowing with life as he is 
there are innumerable rooods and moments, just those 
crises of which Pater spoke so eloquently in the Conclusion 
to the Renaissance studies, which Mr. O'Neil has seized 
and embodied In his verse. In the opening poem "Quo 
Vadis? " the poet represents life as a thicket through 
which the " scnil-driven eyes " search for the meaning of 
existence, and be believes, as testified, that the spirit of 
man has tbe "path-finding instinct,'' which will save him 
from beii^ lost "in the wilderness and the dark." On 
what faith is this reliance based? Upon no abstractions 
I am sure, nor upon some immeasurable mystery of a 
supei^^wilL lite prompting and the faith is in the known 
Impulses of human nature; so throughout these poems, with 
rare and delicate Intuition, it is the many-faceted gem of 
the human spirit that shines. Even wboi the poet deals 
with natural objects, with trees and flowers, mountains 
and streams, and tbe de&iicns that inhabit them, he In- 
vests them with an underlying symbolism whidi makes 
them but analogues to the human spirit Let me par- 
ticularize such bits of verse as "A Modem Orchard," and 
"Solitude," which the reader will be convinced, I think, 
proves the point But tbe distinction of Mr. O'Neil'a vol- 
ume will he readily acknowledged, and I trust tbe book 
will be widely read. 

Th4 Book of Sttf. By Jamtt Opfanktin. (Alfred A. 
Knopf.) James Oppenlielni Is the moat prophetical of 
our contemporary American poets. His evolution from 
tlie social propagandist of that splendid early volume, 
Monday Morning and Othtr Potmi, through Sony* For 
a Nev Agt to Th* Book of 8tlf, has been a steady 
progress through spiritual insight to revelation. " The 
growth of Old Man," the poet remarks In a preface to this 
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collection, "was b growth through Intuition and acddental 
cxperleocei Wladmu came subjectivelf and was clouded 
with dream and myth, the genius of the race was greater 
In what It was, than in Its knowledge. But the growth 
of New Han lis also a growth through conscious vision 
and experimental experience; It Is a growth throng Sd- 
ence. The flashlight of Intuition Is supplemented bf the 
•earchll^ of Intellect. And ao Science which hegan hum- 
bly with the chemical facts now turns again to the an- 
cient task, takes up tlte burden again, resumes the labour 
of Old Man, by turning its steady and probing light on 
tlie psychic, the vast flubjectlve real. . . . Psychology la 
the name of that science which has the Inner life for its 
kingdom; and It Is through analytic psychology that the 
surface of the modem is again connected with the andent 
roots." TUa "vast subJectlTc realm" of self the poet con- 
nects In these poems with "accidental eipcrience" In the 
roots of primary man. He sings of "Self," "The Song 
of Life," and in a symbolical drama of the life of man 
called "Creation," q^theslies his philosophy. It is a book 
of idealistic wisdom, expressed in those free rhytiims full 
of rich cdor and deep fervor which has come to be asso- 
ciated with the poet's name. 

Jfarlte. A Potm. By Bthtin ArK»gton Bobintim, 
(The Macmillan Co.) Mr. Robinson's treatment of the 
Arthurian legend has displeased some of his most ardent 
admirers. The criticism has been chiefly against the con- 
struction of his narrative and the Ineffectual rendering of 
Merlin's character. To me the method of retrospection 
and memory in which Merlin's dalliance with Vivian In 
Brittany Is chronicled, filling the gap twtwceo the narra- 
tion of Arthur's torture from Lancelot's crime and the 
doom that falls on Camelot and the Round Table, is not 
a weakness; it is not precisely in its narrative effects that 
the poem has its chief purpose or merit. It is In the mean- 
ing of Merlin's waywardness and indecision of charactert 
be ts not the "tottering old man," the magic of his wis- 
dom, the clairvoyance of his prophecy, lost, which matters 
SO much, as some critics seem to think, but that they are 
true to the obscurities of a Will of which MerUn is but 
the embodiment. Like many another great poet Mr. Rob- 
itiaoa finds In an old l^end the pattern into which to 
work modem Ideas and purposes. This poem of his re- 
flects more profoundly than any work yet produced the 
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holocBiut of the European War. The tumbling, confusing 
wreckage of time and humamtf, and the inabilitf of the 
highest forces, Bymboliied In Merlin, to cope with the diB- 
aster. The helplessness of Merlin is the helplessness of 
our most cherished ideals to enforce truth and righteous* 
ness. Note the answer of Merlin to the King in iiis tor- 
tured bewilderment in the beginning of the poem, and also 
the words of the stricken wizard to Dagonet at the con- 
clusion of the poem. Never was a poem more dearly the 
mirror to the mental and spiritual forces of an age. In 
another sense tbe theme has had its effect upon Mr. Rob- 
inson's art The astringent quality of his verse Is softened. 
Tbe poem is mellowed to an extent one would not suspect 
of Mr. Robinson. The most beautiful and most lyrical 
passages of Mr. Robinsoo's work are In tliis poem. A poet 
whom I have admired intensely for his intellectual quali- 
ties. In this poem allows his heart to keep pace with 
thought sometimes to run ahead of it, splashing his lines 
with emotional and descriptive color; time and again bring- 
ing one up breathless against lines of pure beauty. M«t- 
If» Is a further conflnnation of Mr. Robinson's position 
as tbe foremost American poet of his time. 

Lyriet from a lAbrary. By Clinton ScoUard. (Thomas 
Bird Mosher.) The lyrical transmutation of literary sub- 
jects was never more neatly accomplished than In these 
poenu by Mr. Scollard's practised hand. Poets from the 
Elitabethan days to the present are celebrated, but always 
with a decorative sentimentt and the passion for books Is 
ft refinentent on reality. Always with an exquisite and 
subtle turn of rhythm, and fragrance of rhyme, Mr. Scol- 
lard presents these bookish lyrics which to adequately 
praise one sbould command tbe essence of his own lyric 
gift 

Potnu by AtiM 8**g»r. With an IntrodMcttoa by 
William Areh»T. (Charles Scrlbner's Sons.) Alan Seeger 
Is an episode In American literature. All there Is to know 
about his relation to tbe Great War Is too well known to 
need a word of comment here. The best of his poems are 
those that came out of his experience of war. The earlier 
verse which be chose to gather under the caption /iio»- 
ititta, are often beautiful, and always of teoluiical excel- 
lence, but generally lacking in tbe instinctive, spontaneous 
spirit of poetry. In these early verses he Is an obstinate 
daaddst; tbe war brought him into relation with modernity 
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and freed bis spirit and gloiifled It vith the essential power 
of poetry. If he had written nothing ebe but that final 
(Elation to denwcracy " 1 Have a Rendezvous with Death," 
be would still remain one of the bravest and most beautiful 
figures in our poetic history. 

A Lontly Flut: By Odtll Sktpard. (Houghton Mifflin 
Co.) Aptly In his " Proem " to this coUectlon Mr. Shep- 
herd spealcs of his " low lyric whispers " mailing " answer 
wistfully" to the "eternal visions" beyond the "peariy 
portal" of life and nature. Thus the poet talces bis art as 
a consecration, humbly waiting for the visitation of beauty's 
messengers, and exalting the message, rather than assault- 
ing the barriers of reality for the capture of truth. ** I've 
lieen wandering, listening for a song," Hr. Shepard de- 
clares In "TIk Singer's Quest," and the confession may be 
taken literally as his own spiritual and poetic attitude. 
He Is "The Adventurer" who Is "Earth-Bom," but with 
memories end aspirations which talie him out into the 
open to search and commune with nature, where the eternal 
visions are to be followed. And there be pipes his lonely 
flute, but with so charming and perfect a fingering that 
the listener is delighted. 

Th» Land Wt Love. Fottn* Ohitfiy Patriotie. By Wan- 
dell PhiUipi Stafford. (Arthur F. Stone, St. Johnsbury, 
Vermont) The protective spirit of Judge Stafford's pa- 
triotism has slgniflcant timeliness. The poons maiie one 
realise by tlielr inspired earnestness and sober love of 
duty, the sacred traditions of our national existence. And 
never once does tiie poet lose his artistic balance In giv- 
ing voice to his patriotic fervours. His art is as admir- 
able as his sentiment is genuine. In this time of conflict, 
when America has Joined in the battle for tlie ideals of 
democracy, such « poem as " Invocation," which opens this 
volume, should be clierlshed and sung by every Amer- 
ican. 

Lovt Songt. By Sara TtatdaU- (The MacmlUan Co.) 
Love is illuminated In these songs liy Sara Teasdale as 
it has not been illuminated tiefore in American poetiy. 
Every mood ts pure wliether it is of Joy or sorrow, yearning 
or denial, and the purity of emotion is fully matched t^ 
a golden simplicity of expression. The volume reprcsenU 
the exquisite harvesting of the liest love songs from Mlsf 
Teasdale's books, and its Infectious loveliness places her 
beyond challenge from any contemporary poet as a writer 
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of love ungs. Her liutrDiiient is perfect and there Is no 
tnne toocUng the sentfanent of the heart which she does 
not know how to plaj with bewitching aod felkitoua 
power. 

Profit* From CkUut. BMcKm f» F*r*a of Ptoplt a%d 
Tkiitgt Stut in (Aa Inttrior. Bg Eunieg 7ia(j«M. (Ralph 
Ffetcher Seymour.) The nwat unique volume of verse of 
the fear. We have had In prose the East and the West 
contrasted; we have had the poetry of China and Japan 
translated, paraphrased, and imitated, but we have not 
had before an American poet come in contact with Chinese 
life and reflect it, interpret It, and emtfody it with the 
compelling fidelity of this volume. You can see in cer- 
tain of these poems just bow and why the Western mind 
and sensibility recoils from Chinese life; you can see with 
equal certainty bow It doubts the wisdom of China adopt- 
ing Um methods and industries of Western commercialism; 
you can also see the Western mind discounting and dis- 
didning Chinese superstitions, but appropriating; the eternal 
philosophy of the spirit which underlies them. You see 
China untouched by modernity, and you see the Chinese 
exploiting Western Ideas in dress and speedi and man- 
ner} and you see the American and Englishman adapting 
themselves to Eastern ways, whether in vices or virtues, 
hut safeguarding their character by an innate sense of 
■upertority. This volume Is the record of Mrs. Tletjens' 
recent visit to China, and is a surprisingly Informative one. 
And it is preserved by an artistic power of expression in 
free verse of extraordinary cadence and imagery. It is 
an achievement to be applauded and crowned. 

War Flamtt. By John OwrH* Undantood, (The Mac- 
tnillan Co.) lIUs volume Is a poetic record .of the nations 
at war, set down with all the vigorous and descriptive 
power of tbe poet who indited the "Iron Muse" a few 
years ago. The pages fairly rush with rhythm upon which 
toss and writhe the horrors, tbe pities, the passions, scenes 
and actions of tbe war in Europe. 

Potm* of Htiwrieh Htin«. Thrtt Bundred and Tiotntjf' 
Fits Potmi Stltettd and Tranilattd by Limit Untermtyir. 
(Henry Holt end Co.) Mr. Untcrraeyer has rendered a 
distinguished service to both a great poet and to literature 
In truislatlng these poems of Heine Into English. What 
be presents is an "Anthology" of the poet's works, pro- 
■erving his ori^nal metres and rhyme-schemes, and all tbe 



by Google 



vulable expressions of hUi spirit as nearly as English words 
can capture the sense and suggest tbe magic. " It is only 
the hope," Mr. Untennejer declares in his informative and 
Interpretative Introductoir essay, " of bringing tlie English 
reader closer to Um source that these translations have been 
prepared. They fnrnlsh the key to tbe paradox of Hdnei 
they are tbe words, if not the music to some of his immortal 
Optra. And to instil In tbe listener an understanding of 
tbe masterpiece is the aim and hope of a libretto. It Is a 
high purpose; and 1 will be proud If this version fulfils a 
part of it." Mr. Untermejer ought certainly to be proud 
of his accomplishment in giving us the dearest Insight into 
Heine we have yet hod ; there is scarcely any doubt that it 
is being accepted as " (A« translation of Hdoe." 

Th«*» Tim**. By Lottit Untarmai/tr. (Henry Holt & 
Co.) There are Jost two great levellers In the world,^ 
poetry and death. Let us recall that solemn Elisabethan 
lyric by James Shirley, in which we are told that " Sceptre 
and Crown Hust tumble down. And in the dust be equal 
made With the poor crooked scythe and spade." WeU. 
there is an analogy In poetry; every experience, every 
gospel of life, every subject. Is levelled — or rather raised 
to the star^bine of Beauty. This reflection ts apropos of 
Mr. Untermeyei, who early In his poetic career began bat- 
tling for social Justice — and he helped to give the cause 
a flinc impetus — and will surely end by "bsttiing for 
Beauty — that exalted fight Which has no end," as be 
puts it himself in one of his poems. The ultimste message 
of life is in Beauty itself: it holds all the other messages, 
and when these latter, the particular results of particular 
causes, are forgotten, this eternal message of Beauty re- 
mains the hope of man. Whatever are the outer gar- 
ments of Mr. Untermeyer's subjects, wbatever moves bim 
to sing, the sinister injustices of Industrialism, the Idiocy 
and crhne of militarism, the hypocrisy and sentimentally 
of human nature, the Inner essence of tbe evoking mood — 
the Inspiration, to be precise — is beauty. The passions, 
exaltation, even the prophetic quality, and all these are in 
his verse, are touched to expression by his vivid sense of 
beauty, and this I declare against ai^ conviction that his 
poetic seal has more practical motives. There could I>e notl>- 
Ing more practical, for it brings, as It does in Mr, Unter- 
m^er's case, the reader to a keen recognition of realities. 
Rebellion is this poet's philosophic concept of life, and 
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this concept be expreuea In the two splendid poems "Ere 
Speaks" and "Hoses on SUial") but docs be suspect that 
the standaid beneath which be fights Is Beauty, the most 
permanent symbol of his art? 

aiad of Bartk. By CI*mtnt Wood. (Laurence J. 
Gommc.) A close stndent of Walt Whitman It waa Mr. 
Wood who evolved from that master's style the poly- 
rhytfamlc verse of today, and whidi has a different basic 
principle than current free verse. This art carries an 
ecstasy, too' often lacldng in other radicals, wtdch strikes 
down deep Into the roots of emotional inspiration, "niough 
social infloence gives its complexloo to Hr. Wood's snb- 
Btance he has the merit of being natural in all his re- 
sponses to life and nature. He is an Idealist whose lore 
for humanity Is tempered with a passion for the glory 

/daot Patiion, SokmU. By Otorg* Edward Wood- 
6«rry. (Printed for the Woodberry Sodety.) The " ideal 
passion" of Mr. Woodberry's sonnets Is love, love both 
sacred and profane, and tbrou^ this "passion cometh 
purity." Throu|^ forly-two sonneta the poet celebrates 
the mystery and perfection of these twin lovea. In sub- 
stance and workmanship Mr. Woodberry's name Is a sulB- 
dent declaration of the loveliness of these poems. 



IMPORTANT VOLUMES DEALING WITH POETRY 

T»»d4»eU* Itt Modtnt Am«rican Pottry. By Amy Loin- 
sU. (The Macmillan Co.) Tbh is the first attempt to 
deal with contemporary American poetry in what one may 
caU a scientific spirit It consists of six essays Inter- 
preting the work of Edwin Arlington Robinson, Robert 
Frost, Edgar Lee Masters and Carl Sandburg, the Im- 
aglsts, "H. D." and John Gould Fletcher. "The so- 
called 'new movement' in American poetry," writes Miss 
Lowell) "Is evidence of the rise of a native scbooL" 
Her endeavor is to follow the evolution of a national litera- 
ture, "In the movement as a whole, and also In the woric 
of the particular poets who compose it. I have tried to 
show what has led each of these men to adopt the habit of 
mind which now characterises him, why he was forced out 
of one order into another. How his Ideas gradually took 
form In his mind, and in what way be expresses this form 
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in Ut work. I hxn ptdnted out Mb anccstiy, pfayrical u 
well u mental, snd have noted irtwre staTlsm has held Um 
back, where pushed him forward." With ber usiul Incisive 
critical Insight Miss Lowell BnalyKS tiie art of these dz 
poets, and through her stud^ of the hlttoiy of eadi in- 
dividual lays bare to view the causes and motives behind 
the work, lliese essajs will provoke both approbation and 
eriticlsm, mainly in critldsm that one or two of the poets 
can scarcely support by their achievement the attention 
that Miss Lowell has bestowed upon tfaemg but no one 
can dispute the Interest and stimulation these studies 
arouse. It is an admirable cmnpanion volume to the aa- 
tbor's Six Frmek Poat*. 

Tht Young Idta. An Anthology of Opinion on tk* 
Aim* and Tondtnein of tht Atatriean Lifratttrt of To- 
day and TomoTTOui. CompUtd vilk on IntrodMctory and 
Concluding Ettay by Lloyd R. Morrii. (Duffleld Ik Co.) 
This Is both on Interesting and valuable collection of opin- 
ions on the temper of American literature todajr and Its 
promise for tomorrow. To thirty contemporary auUwra 
Hr. Horrls addressed a questionnaire, taking tbeir onswera 
to produce a "collective statement of the ideals and ideas 
upon iritlch rests the work of contemporary American 
writers." He has been able to syntbesise these answers 
under five captlonsi "^le Emplrlcistst Hie Renascence 
of Common Experience," "Hie Romanticists," "Hie Ideal- 
Istsi The Renascence of Spirituality," "The Pessimists," 
and "lie TradltlonalistG." What is interesting about 
these answers is, that out of the thirty, twenty-six are by 
poets dealing with poetry, whldi shows that Uie most au- 
thentic voice in American literature today is the poetic. 
It is an Indispensable vtrfnroe for the readers and students 
of contemporary poetry. 

Tht Pottry of Otorgt Bdvard Woodborry. With a Bib- 
liography. By Low V. L»d*ti^ (The Poetry Review 
Ca) An interpretative study of Mr. Woodberry's poetry 
is here presented by Hr. Ledcnx with sympathy and nn- 
derstanding. The international position which Mr. Wood- 
berry holds both as a poet and critic, and regarded as be 
is by many students as the foremost of our living poet^ 
gives an essential value to this woik. The blbliagra{Ay 
wtikh is attached is the result of a long and patient re* 
search on the part of Hr. Ledeux, and is on important 
Item of Amerkaoa. Companion volimies In the Conttm- 
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pwurjr Amtrietm PoHt 8*ri»», of whkh Hr. Ledeox'a botA 
la the initial Issue, on " Bliss Cuman," t^ Odell Sbepard, 
" Junes Oppenbeiiia,'' by Edward J. O'Brien, " Richard Le 
Gallienne," by Benjamin Brawley, ** Amy LoweU," by 
WUliam AapenwaU Bradky, and "Edwin ArlingttMi Rob- 
inson," by the editor, will appear during this autumn. 



ANTHOLOGIES 

A Stmford Book of Varat. 1311-1916. (Printed for 
the English Club.) A Burprislngly good amount of poetry 
Is In this collection, written by students at Stanford Uni- 
versity, gathered and printed by members of the English 
Club. The volume Is a credit to the Inspiring Influence of 
Professor William H. Carruth, to whom It Is dedicated. 
There is not a poem in the book that has not a floe quality 
of music, and in most there Is the directness and sim- 
plicity of tlie ballad note. It Is one of the most accom- 
plished cidlections of verse written by undergradoates 1 
have read. 

JMhologg of Btetditk £yric«. From 1760 to 191S. 
Tratulattd in tht Original MatrM. By CharUt WharUm 
Btork, Seandinavian Clatric* Vol. IX. (The American 
ScaDdioavian Foundation.) A folume of great value and 
interest is Hr. Stork's translations of Swedish lyric poetry 
from 1750 to 1915. Here is represented the work of forty- 
five poets, among whom are Bellman, Tegn£r, Runeberg, 
Levertln, FrtkUng. Heidenstam, Karlfeldt. Rydbei^ 
Snoilsky, Fallstrilni, Stjcmc, Topelius, Geljer. Osterling, 
Wlrsen, MalmstrSm, Strlndberg, and Osslon-Nilsson. 
"The accent," Ur. Stork remariis In his preface "has 
purposely been laid on later rather than on earlier lyrists. 
Itkis was done because the genius of Swedish poetry be- 
came more nurked as the national character began to de* 
velop under freer, more modem, conditions. Further, It 
seemed advisable to subordiaate historic to absolute in- 
terest In an initial volume. Consequently, the eighteenth 
century poets, except Bellman, have been passed over hur- 
riedly, and attention has been concentrated on the period 
from 1870 to the present time. Fourteen living poets are 
included, chiefly. It is believed, on their merits, but also 
partly to bring Swedish poetry near to the present gen- 
eration of American and Engjish readers." This volume 
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will comf as a sitrpriae to muiy readera, and all loven 
of poetry will ever be Indebted to Mr. Storit for mnlrfng 
known to tbem a weaitb of lyric poetry worthy of a place 
among the blgbot acUevements of modem European lit- 
erature. A valuable introduction by Mr. Stork gives an 
account of the periods bis selections cover, tracing the 
various impulses attending the growth of Swedish lyrical 
poetry. 

Fi/m oimI Drum*. A ColUetUm of Potmt of Jmarita 
at War. Th» VigOantn Bookt. (George H. Doran Co.) 
The exhortation of Mr. Hagedorn in the preluding son- 
net to this patriotic collection that, "Surely the time for 
making songs has come," has borne good fruit among the 
poets of America. For liere are poems giving vtrice to 
every mood and seDtlment — f rom a scathing denunciation 
of the Kaiser and autocracy to the urgent call to arms 
of the nation, to the potential contribution of the hoe, and 
the celebration of democratic Ideals — to arouse the na- 
tion to the task before It. Nor Is it all solemn and de- 
clamatory verse; humor and wit help to lighten the burden 
of a serious undertaking. If one detects the note of propa- 
ganda. It is propaganda to which some of the best poetic 
talent of the nation has become engaged. Surely the spirit 
of a nation cannot speak so earnestly through its poets 
without bearing good fruit. 

8om4 Imagitt Po*U, 1917. An Annttal Anthology. 
(Houghton MlOln Ca) With the third annual Issue of 
" Some Imagist Poets " for 1917, the movement comes into 
the port of acceptance. ^Die movement has crossed stormy 
seasi it bas been tossed attout on ridicule and deprecia- 
tion i it has bad to throw out ballast; but it rides now 
safely at anchor, with the other sails of poetk forms and 
dictions. Neither fonn nor diction, however, has made it 
triumph. The art of poetry manifests Itself through vari- 
ous and changing eKpresslons, from one age to another! 
what alone preserves tl>e spirit of poetry is the power by 
which that spirit lUumines and vitalises substance. Tlie 
survival and growth of Imagtsm is due mainly, then, to 
the individual talents of the poets who have chosen It aa 
the partknlar tiKory through which to express their feel- 
ings and Ideas about life, man and nature. The six poets, 
by banding together in tlie publication of this annual vol- 
ume, exploit naturally, the theories to which their art con- 
forms; but the appearance of tills third volume warns us; 
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that the time has come wbcD we shoold think leu of thdr 
tbrarles than of the substance which gives to each poet his 
IndlTidual character. The Imagists, themselves, must have 
bad some such cmvictloD, for they have been content to 
let this collection speak for itself, thus presenting it with- 
out an Introductloii. The aasodation of Richard Alding- 
ton, " H. D," John Gould Fletcher, F. S. Flint, D. H. Law- 
rence, and Amj Lowell, with Imagiam, and particnlarly 
in the collaboration of this Imagtst anthology, is now well 
fastened upon the public miniL It has been fortunate for 
the movement, that sbt poets of such individual ability are 
associated. In each case, except two, the poems in this 
fear's anthology, are notably in excess of distinction over 
the 1916 annuaL D. H. Lawrence's "Terra Nueva" has 
all of his firm substance, but none of the biilUance wbkh 
bis poems In the previous collections possess. " H. D.** *s 
four poenu have the same noteworthy texture of symbolic 
mood, a severe. Impersonal connotation of magic, but a lit- 
tle of the spontanelly which gives to her substance a strange 
and alluring Infiucnce, has vanished. But the other four 
poets are as complete as ever with their special gifts. 

jSttn/Iowar*. A Book of Kama* Poem*. Btl«el»d bjr 
WiOard Wattl**. (A. C. McOurg.) " Believing that pro- 
vincialism li as much of an essential In literature as it Is 
a bane in moralify," writes Ur. Wattles In bis preface, " I 
have chosen those poems that smack nnmistakably of our 
Kansas soil and are close to the grass-roots." The cod* 
trlbutors to this volume are not confined to Kansas au- 
thors, but are aU those who have served in expressing the 
rigniflcance and virtues of the State and Its people. Kan- 
sas is to the idealist a ^mbol of fertility and democracy, 
and these are reflected in verse; her prairie life and her 
wide sweeping plains have given dreams of magnificence 
to travellers. The poetry of tbe Kansan Is a folic poetry, 
somewhat rude and homely In expression, but svreet and 
natural at the core. Intensely full of pride and afi'ection 
for the native soil. The service that Mr. Wattles has per- 
formed in gathering these Kansas poems has a value be- 
yond the mere llteraryj It is precursory for, to quote Harry 
Kemp, If "other countries glory in their Fast," Kansas 
" glories in her days to be." And to those coming days 
this collection of poems is a prelude, and not without Its 
vision and prophecy and music 

Th» Anaittring Voiet. One Btindred Love Lgrie* &y 
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Wommt. BtUcttd by Sara rccudol*. (HooeMon Hlffltai 
Co.) MUt Teudale bos done her work ezceedlsglf well 
In Bclectlng the poema which make this Tolume. Herself 
the most perfect singer of love songs in our day, her Judg- 
ment and taste of other love poetry Js bcfond question. 
Added to this a diligent Industry in seardiing for the liest 
among the leas known writers, fulfils her intention of 
bringing "together In this book the most beautiful lore- 
fyrics written in English bj women since the middle of 
(he last century." From Christina Rossettl, EliMbetb 
Barrett Browning and Jean Ingelow, to Amelia Josephine 
Burr, Anna Wicliham, and Margaret Wlddemer, the selec- 
tions moke a "golden treasurj' of lyrics by women." Only 
one fault can I find with the book, and that Is it contains 
none of Hiss Teasdale'a own love songs; in a new edition 
I hope she will overcome tUa defect The arrangement of 
Uie poema la excellent 

Th» Nev Pottry. An Anthology. Edited by Harritt 
Xonrot and AUct Corbin Htndirtoit, Editor* of Pottry. 
(The Macmillan Co.) IWs Is a very welcome coUectkm 
of poems even though the title is fundamentally unex- 
plalnable. There is no such thing ss a "new" poetry. In 
her introduction Miss Monroe attempts to explain It In 
this paragraph: "The new poetry strives for a concrete 
and Immediate realisation of life; it would discard the 
theory, the abstraction, the remoteness, found In all classics 
not of the first order. It is less vague, less verbose, less 
eloquent, than most poetry of the Victorian period and 
much work of earlier periods. It has set Itself an Ideal 
of absolute simplicity and sincerity — an Ideal which im- 
pliea an Individual, unstereotyped diction; and an Indi- 
vidual uustereotyped rhythm. Thus inspired, it becomes 
intensive . rather than diflTuse. It looks out more eageriy 
than in; It becomes objective. The term 'exteriority' 
lias been applied to It hut this is IncMUplete. In present- 
ing the concrete object or the concrete environment, 
whether these be beautiful or ugly. It seeks to give more 
precisely the emotions arising from tbero, and thus widens 
Immeasurably the scope of art" Something very like this 
could have been written at every period of development 
of the art but at no time could it didm then, nor can this 
explanation claim now, that the poetry it mw. Every one 
of tliese virtues cisbned for this contemporaneous work, 
has been practiced before, the "concrete and immediate 
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rMUsatlon of life," the "Ideal of absolute Bimplldtf «nd 
sincerity," " uniitereotyped dictloa " oad " unstereotypcd 
rbfthin," "iDtensire" eoMtkinaiism, "objective" interests, 
and the presentation of "concrete object or concrete en- 
TlroDment, whether these be tieantiful or ugly" — all this 
has nothing to do with poetry, hut with ttie changing fash- 
ions of art and the shifting manifestations of life. But 
the ** f undanieatal iDtegritlca" of life are ever eternal and 
the saine; and yon cannot shalce them with a term or 
phrase. And the proof of this is, that what the editors 
regard as "new" and what the public regards as tradl- 
Uonol, are so hopelessly confused by the poets represented, 
and by the poems also, that the contention falls to the 
ground. Apart from the dogma presented and dispropor- 
tionate representation of certain authors, the bocdc Is a 
valuable record of poetic activities since 1900. 
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BIOGRAPHICAL INDEX 

Abaiu, Katbamixk. Wu born tn Elralra, N. Y^ edo- 
catcd at NcuiUy, France, and Columbia Unlvcrsitf. She 
has lived Id Prance, Sweden and Ireland, and Is the daugh- 
ter of Edward Le Grand Adams, the present American con- 
sul at Dublin, Ireland. Light and Mitt, her second book of 
poems, was published this autumn. She lives In New York 
City. 

"Wlstfulness" 4X 

AizBiT, CoNBAD. Wu bom In SBTannafa, Georgia, Id 
ISSB, educated at Harrord University. Devotes himself 
entirely to the writing of poetry, having published four 
volumes of verse. Earth TnwnpAant and Othvr Tatti te 
VtTi», Turtu and Motdei, Tht Jig of Fortlin, and Noctitrm* 
of Btmimbared Spring, the latter appearing this autuoui. 
He lives in Boston. 

Variations 08 

Baku, Eaklb Wiiaon. Was bora at Little Ro<^ Ark., 
Oct 13, IfiTS, and educated at LitUe Rock Academy and 
University of Chicago. Her home Is at Nacogdocbei, 
Texas. 

A Clear Night 196 

W. V, M, 1910 838 

Babomti, Gnvi. Was bom in Rom^ Italyi Apr. tl, 
1893, educated at the Court d'Wight, in Paris, and under 
private tutors. Sbe Is a lecturer and Tcader, and Is Inte^ 
ested In painting, music and Egyptology. A volume of her 
verse, /n (A* Bad yaars, was published this autumn. Sbe 
Uves in West Newton, Mass. 

Sahara 190 

Seasons 119 

Baiks, KATHAxitn Lu. Was bora at Falmouth, MaBS.| 
Aug. U, IS69, and educated at Wellesley College. Member 
of the facul^ at WeUesley, and author of Tk» EnglUk Rt- 
Kgiov* Drama, Spanith Bighwagi and Byway, In Swnnjr 
Spain, From Oretna Oremt to Land'i End, Amtrita (As 
B*a«tifitt and Fairy Oold. Her home Is at Wellesley, Mots. . 

Yellow Clover 835 

This Tattered Catechism 8 

Bbm£t, Stefbek VmczNT. Was born at Betbleben^ Fa, 
July 82, 18S8, and entered Yale CoUegt^ where be ts at 
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pmeat « student, from Summerrflle Acadany, AugustOt 
Ga. He ii tbe author of two books of verse, Fiot Mta 
and Pomptf (191fi), and TA« Dntg Shop, Yale Unlrerslty 
prise poem (I91T). He Uvea at Tbe Arsenal, Augusta, Ga. 
Raia After a Vaudeville Show . . . .195 
Btir^T, Vfuxixu Rom. Was born at Fort Hamilton, 
New York Harbor, Julj 2, 1886, educated at the Albai^ 
Academy and ShdBeld Sdentiac School, Yale Unlversitj'. 
He is tbe assistant editor of tbe CMttwjr Magaxint, and bis 
Interests arc "reading and swimming — a wife and three 
childrcD." He is tiK autlior of M^rehmUt from Cathay, 
Tk» Paleoner of Ood, Tka Oraat Whitt Wall, Tk» Burglar 
of (h« Zodiae (1917), and with his wife transUted Paul 
Ciaudel's Tht Eait I Know, He gave up bis home at Port 
Washington, Long Island, recently to go to France In 
" some helpful capacity." 

Tbe Asylum 339 

BauiLET, WiLLiAK AspBiTWALL. Was bom at Hartford, 
Conn., Feb. 8, 1SI8, educated in tbe New York PubUc 
Schools, Columbia Grammar School, and Columbia Uni- 
verslty. A.B., '99, A.M, '00. He is author, editor, writer 
on art topics, and designer of printed matter; at present 
is connected with tbe Yale University Press. His prose 
works are WiMam CuUtn Brj/ant (English Men of Letters 
Series), FrnteA Btehtri of tht 3»eoitd Bmpirt, an anthol- 
ogy of garden verse, Tht Oarden Mutt, and has brought 
out this autumn two books of 'rerse. Old Chriilmat and 
Othtr Etntnok) Taltt in Vtrtt, and Oarland* and Way- 
faringt. His home is in New Canaan, Conn. 

Autumn 200 

Sancta Ursula (after Carpacdo) ... 39 

Summer IIT 

BtnMMAX, Aht SHBBMair. Was bom at Amherst, 
Mass., Nov. 13, I8U, educated in the schools of Amherst 
and under private masters In this country and abroad. 
She is Aasodate Principal of the Hillbrow School, Newton, 
Mass., and takes a special Interest in child study, literature 
and music. A volume of her poems is soon to be pub- 
lished. Her home is In Newton, Mass. 

Hk Oiristenlng 39 

BtrLLAMD, Haiold. Was bom In Dedbam, Mass., May IS, 
1879, educated at St Paul's School, tbe Noble and Green- 
ough School, and Harvard, 190S. He was captain of tlw 
Harvard crew in I90I and 1903. He was on the staff of 
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Qw New York Eetning Svn, but the last three fears has 
devoted himself eoUretf to the writing of rerse. In mod- 
elling and sculpture, public affairs, and the drama be takes 
a deep InteresL He resides at Dcdham, Mass, and New 
York City. 

The Tree J9 

BoBNXT, Daita. Was bom at CiociDnatl, O, July 3, 1888, 
educated at the Avoodale Public School atid Woodward 
High School of Chicinnati, and Cornell UnlTersitf. He Is 
a Journalist and author of Tha Shining Advintwt, a novel 
(191S), and a Tolnme of Foam*. He lives In New York 

aty. 

To a Logician 93S 

Bun, Haxwill SnrTHKU. Was bom In Philadelphia, 
Pa, Oct 18, 1B82, educated at Princeton, 1904, and Merton 
College, Oxford, Eng. He Is a ranchman. The author of 
a book of poems, I» lh« High HilU, he has also published 
a good man^ short stories, but tbef have not yet been col- 
lected in book form. He lives on Bar B C Ranch, Teton 
P. O, Jackson Hole, Wyoming. 

The Land S 

Buu, Amu* JosEPHiinc. "Vfaa bom in New York in 
ISTfl, educated at Hunter College. Pursues literature as a 
profession. Has published two volumes of plays, The Point 
of Lift and Ploy* in tha Markat-Plaoa, four volumes of 
verse, AfUrgltm, Tka Roadiida Fira, In Dtap Plaett, and 
lAft and Lining; a novel, A DtaUr in EtnplTa, and has 
edited Sglvandar and Clarinda, Tha Leva Lallar* of Rob- 
*tt Burn* ond Agnai Mc. Lthoia, published this aotunin. 
She lives at Englewood, N. J. 

Artemis on Latinos M 

FaU Inl 133 

Btmmu, Wtrrsa. Was bom tn Brooklyn, N. Y., Aug. 
18, 1881, educated at Harvard College, 1902. He became on 
editor after leaving college, and bas since lectured occa- 
■lonatlj', but has always been " persistently a poet and play- 
wrij^" An Oda to Harvard and Othar Poami was his 
first volume, followed by Tigar, Tha UttU King, Tha Nam 
World, Iphigania; the Ode re-Issued as Yovmg Harvard, 
and OrsiufotM Fount, published this autumn. His home is 
"Barberry House," Comlsh, N. H. (F. O. Wbidsor, Vt). 

Grenstone ST 

The Golden Heart 3T 

Cujux, Bum, Was bom at FrederlctoDt New Brant- 
89S 
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wick, Apr. 15, 19ffl, educated at UnlTersl^ of New Brunt- 
wick, University of Bdloburgh, &nd Harvard, wImtc he 
studied law. Was early engaged in editorial work, tnit 
dnce IBM devoted entirely to literature. Is the auttior of 
many volumes In prose and verse. His home Is In New 
Canaan, Conn. 

The Winter Scene 347 

CLTCBoan, SuAH N. Was bom at Norfolk, Va., Feb. 4, 
18T6, educated at the Burr and Burton Seminary, Manches- 
ter, Vt., and at Raddlffe College, where she remaned a 
year. She is a novelist and poet, "socialist, padBst, and 
antl-vIvlsectlonlBt." Slie has published Jointly with Dorothy 
Canfield Fisher A TMmpik* Lady and Ftltovi-Captaiju; 
ber novel, The Spiniter, appeared early tliis year ; PortraiU 
. and Prottit$, a volume of verse, appeared this autumn. 
She Uves at Manchester, Vt. 

The River 8«7 

CouES, Floixkcx Eable. Was bom at Philadelphia, and 
educated at Boston, Brussels, Belgium, and In France. 
She devotes herself to literature, and has a deep interest 
In music. She wrote the Od* to celebrate the liberation of 
Cuba at the request a( the dfy of Phlladelpliia, and her 
publistied volumes of verse are Fosmt, Hint and Thhu, 
Lyrie* of Lift, T\» TJneonqtttrtd Air, and has gathered re- 
cently in two volumes her CotUoUd Fotrn*. Her home Is 
In Philadelphia. 

The Smile of Rehns 136 

Daboah, Ouvx TiLFoao. Was bom In Grayson County, 
Ey., educated at the University of Nashville and RadcUffe 
College. Next to writing poems and dramas her chief in- 
terest Is tn farming. Slie lias published Stmiramit and 
Othtr Play; Lordi and Lovert, Tkt Mortal Oodi, Path 
f (otpsr, Tha WtUh Pony.'and TAs Cyele'i Bim. Her borne 
Is in Ahnond, N. C, and In the winters at A08 W. linh 
Street, New York City. 

Fatherland 13 

Davoes, Mabt Caioltx. Was bom tn the Stete of Wash- 
ington, received her early trahilng at Kasle, British Co- 
lumbia, and Portland, Ore., and was a student at the Unl- 
Tcrsity of California and New York University. " I make 
my living by writing verse alone," slie says, " therefore my 
occupation is dodging creditors. My Interests are chiefly 
broncho-riding, canoeing, and basket-ball; and In tbe East, 
where I cannot have these, free verse." At present Miss 
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DsTks Is preparing the maniucript for ber first Tolnme af 
verse, after having appeared in all tbe leading American 
magaslnes and recent anthologies. Her winters are passed 
In New York and summers In California and Oregon. 

After AH and After All 39 

A Girl's Songs 36 

Feel lOO 

DoDD, Ln WiuoN. Was bom at Franklin, Pa., July 11, 
1BT9, educated at Yale Universltf, >9g S. As a playwri^t 
he lias produced 3p«td, Bit Maje»ty Bft»k»T B»an, Pal* 
Pint, Th* Jaek-Knife Ma» and other pUys. He has pnb- 
lislied two Tolunies of verse, A Modem Alcktmitt and 
Othtr Po*nt», and Tk* lHddl» Tear*. His home is ^t 
WhitnejrvUle, Conn. (maU address, " Route SS," New H«- 
Ten). 

To a Neo-Pagan 9 

Diiscou* Loum. Was bom at Ponghkeepsle, N. Y., Jan. 
\6, ISTA, educated at schools In the Catsklll and by private 
tutors. She won the prlie offered by Pottry, A Magaiin* 
of Vari; for the best war poem, with Matal Chtok*. In 
1914. Her home is in Catskill. N. Y. 

Epitaph 943 

The Child of God 108 

EAfiMAir, Max. Was bom at Canandalgua, N. Y., In 1883, 
educated at Mercersburg Academy, WlUiams College and 
Columbia University. He Is author, lecturer, and editor of 
TA* Ma**M. He Is tbe author of several prose works i 
TA« Enjoyment of Poetry, JonmatUm Vernu' Art, Under- 
ttanding Oermanp, Tht Only Wajf to End War, and Other 
Btiatfi, and a volume of verse, CMM of the Amaaon*. His 
borne is Tbe Manor, Creton~on-Hudson, N. Y. 

A Dune Sonnet 10 

Eisxim, JoBx. Was bom In New York City, Oct 5, 
1979, educated at Columbia University. He is Professor of 
Eoglisfa at Columbia University, and writer of poems and 
Studies of poetry. He has published in prose a study of 
Tht EUxabethan Lyrie, Leading American Ifoveliett, Writ- 
ten Bnglitk (with Hden Erskine), Oreat American Writ- 
er! (with W. P. Trent), The Moral Obligation to Be Intel- 
ttgent. Is tiie editor of I^fcadio Heam's lectures, 4 vcds., 
19IA-191T, co-editor of The Cambridge BUtory of Ameri- 
can Literature. His books of poems are, Aetaon and 
Otkir Pottna, A Pageant of tke 13th Century in Bonor of 
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Bvgtr Baeon, and Th» Bhadouiad Soitr, published tUs an- 
tmnn. His borne Is in New York City. 

The Sons of Metoneira 301 

Faott, Fruuick. Lives In New York Cltj, writes but 
"never reads Terse." His verse is remarkable for its lack 
of sophlstlcatloQ. 

The Secret 932 

FicKi, AiTHUB Dattsox. Wss bom at Davenport, la., 
Nov. 10, 1883, educated at Harvard University. By pro- 
fession a lawyer, he Is poet and Japanese Print expert He 
has published a volume, Chat* on Japatuit PrInU, and In 
verse. From tk» ItUt, Th* Bappy Priitee*; Th* Earth 
Faition, Tht Br»aking of Bond*. Boimtti of a Portrait 
PaintT, Mr. Faatt, Tk» Man on th« Htiltop, An April 
Elegy, and Twtiot Japansit Pomtsn. He lives In Daven- 
port, Is. 

The Headland 56 

FiosT, RoBEBT. Was bom In San Francisco In 18TS, at- 
tended Dartmouth and Harvard Universities. Tauf^t at 
Pinkerton Academy, Derry, N. H., and has engaged in 
fanning. His first two books, A Boi^t Will and North of 
Boilon, were ori^nolly published In En^and, where he 
lived, 1913-Ifi. They were published in America, I91A, 
followed by Mountain Inttrval, 1916. He lives at Fran- 
conia, N. H. 

The Bonfire 133 

Not to Keep 163 

Gauisoit, Theodosi*. Was bom in Newark, N. J., Nov. 
86, 18T4, educated at private schools in Newark. She is 
engaged In war-work, and takes a deep interest In out- 
door sports, housewifery and verse-writing. She has pub- 
lished three volumes of verse, Tht Joy o' IAf», Th» BartH, 
Cry, and Th» DrtamTt, tbe latter issued this autumn. 
Sbe lives in Elisabeth, N. J. 

April 2nd lai 

GiLTiiTAK, Caiouits. W OS bom in Philadelphia, Pa., 
Apr. IS, 1B81, educated at the public schools there, and tbe 
University of Pennsylvania. She Is at present In France 
as secretary to Base Hospital 38. A volume of her poems, 
Tha DMne Itnaga, A Book of Lyric; appeared tids autumn. 
Her home is In West PhUadelpbia. Pa. 

The Coward 100 

GoDLi^ Waixacb. Was bom in Lewiston, Me, In 1BS3, 
896 
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ednuted In the pnblle etbooia. He Is « mnricdaii. Hl§ 
first Tolnnie of poemf, CkUdrtn of ths Smt, wiU soon be 
poblishcd. He mtkta Us borne in Lewlston. 

Pma " The Children of the Snn " . . .316 
Haobdokk, Hekmjlmm. Was bom In New York City, Jxdy 
18, 1S83, educated at Bedford Academy, Polytechnic In- 
stitute, Brooklyn, The HUl School, and Harvard Unlver- 
sitj. He ts engaged in writing and farming, bnt at present 
In propaganda work in connection with Ute war, and on 
the Executive Committee, The Vigilantes. In fiction be 
has published Face* ni tin Dawn, a novel; Ton Art tin 
Bop* of tkf World, A» Appsal to th* Boi/m and OirU of 
Aiatriea, and his poems and plays are, Tht Silvir Bladt, 
Tkt Woma» of Corinth, Potnu and Ballad*, Tks Horte 
ThUVM, A Troop of iht Quard, and Othtr Foem*, Maktrt 
of Madna**, Th» Ortat Itax; and Tht Htart of YontK 
Late in the summer be edited Pifat and Drumt, a collec- 
tloD of war poems, for The Vigilantes. His home is Sunny- 
top Farm, Fairfield, Conn. 

An Ode of Dedication, Verses written to be 
read Itefore the Harvard Chapter, PU 
BeU Kappa, June 18, 19tT . . . . IM 

"A Traveler from a Distant Land" . . 89 

To the Makers of Song 1 

HAimnoiT, Kensaix. Was bom In St Joseph, Mo., De& 
98, ISM, educated at WasUngton University, St. Louis, Mo. 
He is In the army attached to the aerial corps, and " books, 
pipes, motors, verse, and flying" command his interests. 
He expects shortly to publish a book of poems. His home 
Is hi Granite City, IlL 

His Share 1«4 

Ikmak, 'Abthui Cuw. Was born In Atlanta, Ga., Hay 
11, I89A, and attended Haverford College. His first vol- 
ume of poems. On* Who Drtamtd, Song* and Lj/riet, ww 
published this automn. His home Is In Atlanta, Ga. 

A Picture II 

Jakisok, Boscob C Was bom In Winchester, Tenn., 
Feb. », 188S, educated at Fiske University. Is the editor 
of a weeldy paper. His first volume of poems, Raet Potm* 
and Olh»r Van*, will be published early In the new year. 
He lives hi St. Joseph, Ho. 

Negro Scridlers 173 

JixinMOi, Leslii Nklsow. Lives in California. Daring 
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tbe past fear or two Us poniu have been appearing In 
many of the kadlng Eastern magaclnea. 

Highways 4 

JoRNi, Obrick. Was bom at St. Louis, Mo., Jtute 3, 
1B87, educated at the University of Missouri and Washing- 
ton University. His vocation Is writing advertisements. 
He la active in Uttle Theatre work, with the Little Theatre 
of the St. Louis Artists' Guild, and a director of the Flay- 
ers' Qub of St. Louis. Hr. Johns won tbe Lyric Year 
Prise a few years ago with his poem "Second Avenue." 
His first book of poems, Atpkalt and Olh»r Po«m, WM 
published this year. His home is In St. LouiSi Ho. 

IHIemraa 10 

Old Youth ns 

The Interpreter 38 

JosnsoK, GnxaiA Dodous. Was Iwm in Atlanta, Gtk, 
Sept. 10, 1886, educated at tbe AUanta High Scbo<d and 
Oberlln College. Between writing and housekeeping ber 
enei^Ies and interests are divided. A volmne of ber poems, 
Tha Etart of a Woman, and Oth»T Po*mt, appeared this 
autumn. She lives In Washington, D. C. 

To the Mantled ITS 

EiLKBa, AuNZ. Was born at Norfolk, Va., In 1888, edu- 
cated at tbe Valle Deane School. Ellzabetb, N. J. She Is 
tbe wife of Joyce Kilmer, tlie poet and essayist, and has 
herself recently published a volume of poems, Th* Oardsn 
Child. She lives at Larchmont, N. Y. 

Age Invading 99S 

Ambition 91 

KiLMEt, JoTCE. Was bom In New Brunswick, N. J., In 
1886, educated at Columbia University. Engaged in Jour- 
nalism, his higgler vocation as a poet and essayist Is well- 
known. In prose he has published Tkt Otreut and Othtr 
Bttayi, and LUaraturt ia th» Making; in verse, Tratt and 
Olh»r Poamt and Main Strati and OtJUr Poamt (19IT), 
and has edited a recent volume, Drtam* and Iwagia, An 
Antkologs of CathoUo Vara: He Is a member of tbe Sev- 
enth New York Infantry Re^ment His home is at Larch- 
mont, N. Y. 

A Blue Valentine 49 

Lr, Aomts (Mis. Otto Prkeb). Was bom In Chicago, 
educated in Swltcerland and America. Is an author uid 
poet, and has published the following original vtdumes. 
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r«rM( /or CkHirmk, Tlu Bordtr of tlu Lak», and TK« 
aharing, sU verse; she haa translBted from the Prcndi 
Tbeophlle Gantlcr's Bmamm »t Cami*t, and Femand Orcgli'i 
La MaUon d» FEnfanet. Sbe lives In Chicago. 

The DoU 19 

L«wn, Chautox M. Was bom la Brooklfn, N. Y., 
educated at ¥i^ UnlTeraitf. He la Professor of English 
Uterature at Yak. He bos published in pTose, Tk» Prin- 
elpht of EngUth V*rt», Th» OtnttU of Bamltt, and varl- 
Otu other Tolnroes of a technical nature ; in Terse be is the 
author of OnwayiM and tk« Orten Knight. He lives In 
New Haven, Conn. 

Pro Patria 190 

LiKDSAT, Vacbil. W«S bom at Springfield, IIL, Nov. 
10, 18T9, educated at the Sprhigfleld Hl^ School, Hiram 
College, Chicago Art InaUtute and the New York School 
of Art. Mainly a writer of verse, though he spent ten 
' fears as an art student, and lectured three winters at the 
Metropolitan Mnseumj now Moving Picture critic for the 
Nm BepubUc; gives recitals of his verse in the winter, but 
lives eight or nine months of the year in the house In which 
be was bom, giving, as be says, " ninety per cent, of energy 
to the writing of verse." In prose be has published (and 
they should be read in order ^ven to fully grasp Mr. 
Lindsay's democratic art theories), A Handy €hM» for 
Btggart, Advtnturti WMl» Prtaehing ths Ootptl of 
Btauly, and Tkt Art of ttu Moving Pieturt (in which a 
democratic Rsthetlc system Is applied to a special art; in 
verse his volumes are, Otn^ral William Booth Enlmrt 
Btaotn and Olhtr Potmt, Th* Congo and Othtr Po«tni, 
and Th« Chintit NightingaU and Othtr Pom*, published 
this autumn. His home is in Spriugfleid, 111. 

The Bronciio That Would not Be Broken 

of Dancing 341 

Low, BivjAMiir R. C. Whs bom at Fair Haven, Mass., 
June 99, 1B80, educated at Yale, B.A., 190S, Harvard, LL.B., 
190S. Follows the profession of law in peace times, at 
present Captain, Ordnance, U. S. R., In charge of Contract 
Section, Equipment Dlvirion, Ordnance Department, Wash- 
ington, D. C. He has published three votuntes of verse, 
Tht Saihr Who Hat BaiUd, and Other Poems, A Wand, 
and Btringi, and Oth«r Po»w§, and Tht Botat That Wat, 
and Othw Poenw. His home Is In Brooklyn, N. Y. 

These United SUtes 133 
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Lowiu, Am. Was born in Brookllne, Mass.. Feb. 0, 
16T4, educated at private Bchools. Her occupatioa Is literai- 
ture, but is interested in breeding Old Engllfb Stieep- 
dogs under the name of " Hylowe Kennels." She has pub- 
lished two prose volumes, 8k) Fr«neA PoiU, and Ttndtn- 
cit* in MoiUm Atntriean Poetry, tbe latter issued this au- 
tumn j her volumes of verse are, A Domt of Many-Colortd 
Olatt, Bvord BkuUt and Poppy 8«ed, and Mtn, Womta 
and OhoiU. Her home b "Sevenels," Brooldine, Mass. 

A Bather 16 

Guns as Kefs: and the Great Gate Swings 13T 

On a Ccrt^n Critic 313 

HastuSi Edoab Lee. Was bom at Garnet, Kan., Aug. 
33, IB6», attended the Lewlston, IlL, High School, Uter 
studying law. He is a lawyer and writer. Mr. Masters 
has publisiied tbe following boolts, two of which are in 
prose: A Book of Verte, 1SS8; MaximiUan, A Drama, 
1903J Th» New Star Chamber, llKHi Bhod of the ProphtU, 
1005; The TrifUr, 190T; Songt and SotmeU, 1910; 3ong$ 
and Sonaett, Second Beriei, 191S; Spoon Bioer Anthology, 
IBIS; Song* and Satirei, 1916, and The Great Valiey, 1918. 
His bOQK is in Chicago. 

Boyhood Friends SO 

My Ll^t with Yours 116 

Tbe Letter 88 

Tbe Loom 930 

To-morrow Is My Birthday 349 

MmoLBtov, ScuDDBB. Was'bom in New Yorlc City. Sept 

9, 1S88, educated at Columbia University. He Is connected 
with tbe publishing bnsiness. His first volume, Streett and 
Facee, was publistted this year. He lives In New York 
City. 

Hie Poets S61 

MoBTON, David. Was born at Elkton, Ky, Feb. 21, 1886, 
educated at Vanderbilt University. He is on tlie stafF of 
ti>e Louisville Herald, and on tlie facul^ of tbe Louisville 
Boys' High ScIhmL Has not yet published a book. His 
liome is In Louisville, Ky. 

An Old Woman: In War-Time ... 163 
O'BiiiM, £dwau> J. Was Iwrn In Boston, Mass., Dec. 

10, 1893, educated at Boston CoUege and Harvard Univer- 
sity. Has devoted himself entirely to literature. Hal 
edited The Man Forbid and Other Eeeay, by John Davld- 
BoDf Tk« Renegade Poet and Other Eeeayt, by Frandi 
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Thampson, B$Mgt in CritMtm: Third iS«Wm, bf MatOtew 
Arnold, Th» But Short 8torU$ for 1915, Tha Bait Short 
Stortf for 191$, and wUl Ueiie subsequent aimual volomes 
In the same series. His first volume of verse, Whili Foim- 
tamt: Od»i and Lgrie*, was publisbed early tbis year. 
His borne is at South Yarmoutl^ Mass. 

Tbe Shepherd Boy S9 

O'CoKoa, NouiTs Jbfbnm. Was bom to New York 
Ci^, Dec. 31, ISSfi, educated at Harvard Unlverrity, A.B, 
1907; A.M., ISIl. He devotes himself to writing and lec> 
taring. Is tbe author of The ChUd't Hmtel and Or»M, 
Ctllie Memoritt and Other Poemt, Betidt the Blaekvater, 
Tht Fairs Bridt, and Song* of the Celtic Pott, pubUsbed 
this autumn. He lives in Cambridge, Mass. 

Good-bye 84 

OpPBNHEitf, JufBS. Was bom in SL Paul, MIiul, Uay 
S4, ISSa, and did special work at Columbia University. He 
Is editor of The Sevm Arte magaiine. His novels and 
stories are The Beloved, Wild Oatt, The Itine-Tentht, The 
Olympian, Idh Wioet, Dr. Batt, Pay Bnvelopei, and a 
play, The Pioneert; In verse be has published Sfoiiday 
Morning and Other Poem*, Songi for tht Nno Age, War 
and Laughter and The Book of Self. He lives In Kew 
York City. 

Memories of Whitman and Lincoln . . ISI 

Tbe Song of the Uprising 1T6 

Peict, Wiluak AuxAMim. Was bom at Greenville, 
Mist., May i, IB8S, educated at tbe University of tbe South 
and tbe Harvard Law School. By profession a lawyer. 
Has publisbed a bocric of poems, Sappho in Leuka* and 
Other Poem*. He Uvea at Greenville, Hiss. 

Overtones 1 

In Our Yard 8 

PirBB, Edwin Foao, Was bom at Aubum, NebT Feb. 8, 
18T1, educated at the Unlversl^ of Nebraska and Harvard. 
Teachea English, has a vital interest In collecting ballads, 
farms, aod is a lover of outdoor sports. Publisbed bis first 
volume of verse this autumn, Barbed Wire and Other 
Poem*, Including The Neighborhood Beriet. He lives in 
Iowa City, la. 

Annie 35 

MeanwbUe 19T 

The Boy on tbe Prairie « 

Rnm, LiEi^ Wo(»wobth. Wbs bom in Baltimore 
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CoDn^, Hd^ In 1B56, ednc&ted la Baltimore. She Is a 
teadier hy prafcBsioo. She has publisbed four books of 
verse mudi beloved and admired by discriminating lovers of 
poetiyt A Branch of May, A Hmdfml of LmnuUr, A QvUt 
Rood and A Wagttde hiu*. Her liome is in Baltimore. 

Arraignment 9S4 

RicBABMoir, JAMia E. Was bom in Philadelphia, Pa., 
June 20, ISTS, education Irregtdar, but with some scientific 
training. Is Journalist and contributor to sdentiflc and 
literary periodicals i an honorary member Hineralogical 
Sode^ of Philadelphia. His borne U In PhUadelpUa. 

The Bun^ Shoe (New Jersey Pine Bar- 
rens) 4» 

RcanrsoN, Coaiirn RaoazrELT. Was bom In New Yoric 
City in 18fll, educated at home. ' Interested in literary, 
dvic and philanthropic affairs. Has publisbed two volumes 
of verse, Th» Call of Brotherhood and Othsr Po»mt and 
On* Woman to Atu>th«T and Other Poem*. Her hoine la In 
New York City. 

Uriel (II Edras 4th) 101 

RoHiMSOw, EiAisE. Was bom at Amelia, O., In 1689, edu- 
cated at Western College, Oxford, O., Mount Holyoke, and 
Weilesley College. Her occupation is writing, Interests, 
" everything," she says. Edited The Minor Poemi of Joteph 
Beaumont, and will soon publish a volume of ber own poems. 
She lives In Cincinnati, O. 

War 188 

SAinMino, Gail. Was bom in Galesburi^ IH, In 1879, 
educated at Lombard College. Is a reporter on the Chicago 
Dally Netee, He is a man who has Inspired a great deal 
of affection among his friends and admirers. His first 
bool^ Chicago Poemi, appeared last year. Hb home is at 
Maywood, IlL 

In TaU Grass 349 

Cool Tombs 344 

Adelaide Crapscy 339 

Seiffkbt, Mauouk Allek. Was bom at HoUne, IlL, in 
I86S, educated at Smith College. Devoted to the writing 
of poetry, she finds time to be interested In "men, women 
and children, food conservation, booica, music, motoring, 
and Red Cross worlc." The future holds her first volume of 
verse. She lives at Moline, IlL 
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Shaw, Mu. Fuhces. Wb9 born In Chicago In IST3, edu- 
cated at Dearborn Seminary, Chicago^ and Fannliigtoiii 
Conn. Her family occupies tbe largest place In ber life, 
and ahe has a devoted Interest In dranut and poetry. She 
has pubUsbed three books of verse, Songi of a Bab^i Day, 
Ragdalt Book of Vtrt* and A Cardan Promo. She lives at 
l«kc Forest, 111. 

Little Lonesome Soul IS 

SBiPHnn, Odbll. Was bom at Rock FaSs, IIL, Jul^ 33, 
ISSi, educated at Northwestern, Chicago, and ,.U«rr>rd 
Universities (degrees, A.M. and PkD.)> He Is Goodwin 
Professor and Head of the Department of English, Trlnl^ 
College, Hartford, Conn. His chief Interests are poetry, 
literary criticism, and music. He is tbe author of a prose 
volume of Bhakeiptare QuMflotw, and a volume of verse, 
A Lontly PluU, publlslied this year. He lives in Hart- 
ford, Conn. 

A Nun S7 

Stbbuno, Gioboe. Was bom at Sag Harbor, N. Y., De& 
1, 1B69, educated at St Charles College, ElUcott City, Md. 
Autlwr by profesdon. His books of verse are. The Ta»U- 
tnony of th» jS«mu, A Wi»» of Wizardry, Ths Boutt of 
Orehtdt, Bsyemd tht Brmkeri, The Cag*d EagU and 7o- 
temitt, An Od*. He makes his home at the BobemlaD 
Club, San Francisco. 

The Glass of Thne 336 

Snmc, CBAaus Whaston. Was born in Philadelphia, 
Pa., Feb. 19, 1881, educated at Haverford College, Har- 
vard, Unlversl^ of Pennsylvania, and abroad. Is writer 
and editor, interested in original poetry and translation of 
German and Swedish verse, and in literary criticism. Edi- 
tor, Two Play* ofr William RomUy, University of Pennsyl- 
vania Publications, author of three volumes of verse. Day 
Dreatiu of Qrnee, Tht Queen of Orpltdt and Sea and Bay. 
Contributed a poetic play and fifty-flve lyrics to Oermam 
Claiiici, translated the Selected Poem* of Qvttaf Froding, 
and thit autumn published an An^ology of Svediik Lyric* 
from 1760-1915, on Important volume of translaUons. 

Flying-Fish: An Ode 920 

TsASDAU, Saia. Was bom In St Louis, Ho., Aug. 8) 
ISM, educated at private schools In St Louis. Her chief 
Interest Is poetry and ber chief occupation in writing it 
In private life she Is Mrs. Emest Fllslngcr, wife of the 
author of Trading in South Ameriea. She has publidied 



by Google 



HtUn of Troy and Othar Potitu, JBiiWf to th» Sta, uid 
Lat)§ 8<mgt, tbe latter this autumn, and edited Th* Air- 
tmaring VoUst: OtM Bundrtd hoot tyrioi bg Womt». 
She Uvea In Neir York City. 

Barter 67 



Spirit's House 66 

Wood Song . . . 87 

TmjBKB, Eovtcx, Was bom la Chicago in 1S81, edu- 
cated In Paris, Dresden and Geneva. She Is associate edi- 
tor of Poetry, A Magaiiia* of Vtrie, and a lecturer; 
"Janet Ttctjens, bom 1907," crowns ber interests. She has 
published but one volume of verse, Profilt* from Oktma 
(1917), a fine achievement Her home is in Chicago. 
New China; Tbe Iron Works .... 89 

"Hie Most-Sacred Mountain 7 

To My Friend Grown Famous . . . . S5 

Touiyo, RiDaci.r. Was bom in Xenla, O., educated 

at Princeton Unlverri^. Writer and dramatist Pnb- 

llshed this autumn Granny Ma«m«» and Othtr Plag§. 

Lives in New York City. 

Eye-witness H 

Towm, Chiuzs Hakboit. Was bom in Louisville, Kj., 
Feb. S, 1877, educated In the public schools, privately, and 
the College of the City of New York. Magatine editor. 
Has published Tht Quut Singer, Manhattan, Tenth, Be- 
yond the Star*, Today and Tomorrow, all verse; has edited 
The Balfonr Vtttt, and written Autumn Loiterer*, a vol- 
ume of prose and verse, published thla autumn. He lives 
In New York City. 

To One in Heaven 334 

UxntUfBTn, Loins. Was bom in New York City, Oct 
1, 1886, educated in the New York Grammar Schools. De- 
dares himself as "Jeweler, Designer, Husband, Factory 
Superintendent, Reviewer — sometimes a poet," and that his 
'favorite pursuits are, "Swimming, Socialism, Playing Ten- 
nts and the Ptano." He has published tbe follo^ring books 
of verse, Firet Love, ChalUnge,— And Other Poett, The** 
Time*, was one of the contributors to The Tovnger Quire, 
and translated Heinrieh Seine ^3tB Poeme. His borne la 
In New York City. 

Battle Hymn of tite Rosdaa Republic . . 176 

Ishmael . . .' 1T3 

Tbe Wav« 13 
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Vak Dtxb, HEKftT. W«a bom In Phlladdphla, Pa, 
Not. ](\ 1852, educftted at tbe Brookljrn Fuiytechiiic In- 
stitute, Princeton Univeral^, and tbe UnlTersItf of Berlin. 
Is autbor and diplomat Has written a long list of ycA- 
nmes In prose and verse. To his long list of bonorarj" de- 
grees, tbe University of Oxford (Eng.) bestowed upon him 
ber highest academic honor, the degree of D.CJj. His home 
U "Avoton," Princeton, N. J. 

Storm-Music 1S5 

Wattles, Willaid. Was bora at Bajrnesvlllc^ Kao, June 
8, ISSfl, educated at the University of Kansas, A.B., AM. 
He Is an Uolversitf Instructor, barrest-liand, critic, liobot 
poet, and Interested In practical Christianity, but not in 
creeds. Co-author with Hany Kemp of a volume of rersc^ 
8ong» from tht Hill, and editor of 8unjlov»rt, A Book of 
Kantat Potmi; baa contributed to tbe leading magaslaes, 
and will publish a book -of poems In the Spring of 191S, 
He lives In Lawrence, Kan. 

Return 99 

Tbe Seventh Vial 161 

While You Love Me, Love Me . . . .40 
Wbolock, JoHir Huj. Was bom at Far Roi^awaf, 
Long Island, N. Y., In 1680, educated at Harvard Ui^ 
verslty, 1908. He b manager of tbe Library Department 
Charles Scrlbner's Sons, New Yoric He has contributed 
poems to all tbe leading magorinea, and has published 
three hooka, Tha Human Fantaty, Tht Beloved Adventvr* 
and Xotis and Lib»ration. His home is in New York City. 

Earth 1 

Tbe Unknown Beloved S5 

WmnniEB, Maroaiet. Was bom in Doylestown, Pa., and 
educated at home. Literature is her profession. Her nov- 
els are, The Bote Oardtn Hutband, Why Nott and Tht 
WUhinff'JRing Man; two Juveniles, Wmona of tht Camp 
Firt and Winona at Camp Karenya, and a volume of verse. 
The Faetoriei and Other Potmt, a new edition of whicK 
with additional poems, was published this autumn. She 
Uves In New York City. 

Tbe Old Kings 174 

Woon, CuKBirr. Was horn In Tuscaloosa, Ala., SepL 1, 
1888, educated at tbe University of Alabama, A.B, Wj 
Yale, LL.B., '11. A writer and teacher, his Interests ore In 
"poetry, tennis, and life." Hie first volume of verse, Olad 
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of Earth, was published early this fear. He lives in New 
Yorli City. 

The Smithy of God. A Chant .... 79 
WooDHEiaT, GBoaot Editabd. Was bom at Beverly, 
Uasa^ May IS, I8S5, and graduated from Harvard CoUege 
in 1BT7. A retired professor who has had a distinguished 
and influential career. The author of nnmerous books in 
prose and verse, essays, literary interpretation, and biog- 
raphy; his Important volumes of verse are Potmt, Tht 
Wild Flight and Other Poem*, and Ideal Patiiont: Sonnet*. 
A study of Mr. Woodtierry's poetry by Louis V. Ledouz 
was pnbiidied early this year, and lududes a bibliography 
of great value to the students of thto distinguished writer. 
HU home Is at Beverly, Mass. 

" Immortal Love " 64 

"Wyatt, Editr. Was born at Tomah, Wis., educated at 
Miss Rice's Collegiate School and Bryn Mawr CoUege. A 
writer by profession. She is the author of Every On« Hii 
Own Way, short stories. True Loot, A Comedy of the 
Affection; a novel. Making Both End* Mett — WoTking 
OirW Budget, and , Oreat Companion*, the latter a volume 
of diatlngulBhed essays. Her borne la In Chicago. 
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES 

Across the heights the June winds racing unhindered. 

Wallace Godld SIS 

After you died, a few stray letters came. 

Chailes Haxmn Toirm . . . . 9M 
Again the wanderer starts out 

Loim UlTTBRIUTIK ITS 

A little colt-broncho, loaned to the farm. 

VaCBEI. LlXDIAT MI 

All of the Old Kings. 

Mamaret WnxtBMEi IT4 

Among the bumble-bees In red-top hay. 

Cakl SAiTMina 939 

And tbey shall rise and cast their mantles by. 

Geokoia Dodolas Jobmsok .... ITS 
At the cliff's base be looked up, and there saw her. 

ABTHua Davuon FicxB SS 

At thirteen he first saw a railway train. 

Edwin Foid Piraa 37 

Bees and a honeycomb In the dried head of a horse. 

Cau. Saudbvui 343 

Cold man. In whom no animating ray. 

Daka BuaMET 335 

Come fingered as a Friend, O Death. 

Olite TiLFoao DAaotir 19 

Darkening tlie open door. In thought he gazed. 

Joaif Ebseime 301 

Dead — even he. They told me and that day. 

Kaile Wiuoh Baker 338 

Down by the railroad In a green valley. 

RnwiLT ToauNCB 93 

Down to the StUldeep River. 

Sabah N. Cuoaour 937 

Dreaming of a prince. 

Maet Ca>oi.tv Davies 39 

t}ue East, far West Distant as the nests of the oppo- 
site winds. 

Amt Lowell 137 

From naked stones of agony. 

Saba Teabdale 68 

Grasshopper, your fairy songs. 

JoKM Hau. Wm 
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God, give lU strength these Atja. 

LODU UKTtkMETEB 1T6 

Good-bye to tree and tower. 

NoHUXB Jkpbbom' O'Cowca .... 84 
Here lies a lady. 

Mabjosie Aioxn Seifitbt .... 339 
Here lies the flesb that tried. 

LodBB Dbucoll 343 

He's late agidn toni^t. 

LoiniE Dbiscou. 103 

How lovely these trees are. 

Gebvs Baronti 119 

I am Newark, forger of men. 

CuKBiTT Wood 79 

I 'a-ve bought me a bit o' grouod. 

Keitiuli. Habubok 164 

I called him to the mountain and be come. 

AuEUA JosiFHim Buui 44 

I could not see the land. 

Katbabikx Adams 41 

I dreamed I passed a doorway. 

JoHir Hall Whbblock SS 

I had a heart as good as gold. 

WiTin Byitiibb ST 

I have three rings on my hand. 

Hast Caboltn Davicb 3S 

I have worn this day as a fretting. Ill-made garment. 

Kaile Wilson Baker 194 

I beard a bird at break of day. 

WiLLiAji Alxxakdeb Pbics ... 4 
I beard a wood-tbrusb in the dude. 

Saba Teasdalb 67 

I know a lake high up among the hills. 

GcokOB Stiblixo . .' 336 

I lauj^ to see them pray. 

Eloise Robimson 198 

1 love my asylum. 

WiLLUH Hoes BenAt S99 

In the very early morning when the light was low. 

Obbick Johns 38 

Is there such a place as Grenstone? 

Wrmi Btitnbr 57 

I saw him naked on a hilL 

Edwasd J. O'Bbibn 09 
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I shall not run upstairs ag^n. 

AUKB KlUUK 

If s B long Journey through the stellar spaces. 

HEBJtAXM HaDEDOBN . . . . 

I think It is not hard to love with ease. 

Haxweu. SnuTuna Bukt . . 
It lies ttefore m}' wounded feet. 

Caiouitb Giltihax . . . , 
I was so lonely on the dunes today. 

Max EAmiAM 

Joy wings his way. 

Jahe* Oppeicbiik . . . . 
Kenton and Deborah; Michael and ROBC 

AUME KlLHEK 

Ufe has loveliness to selL 

Sama Tbasdau 

Ulocs shall hloom for Walt Whitman. 

James Opfemhiik . . . . 
Long surges of the summer sea. 

Amthitb Cmiw Ikhait 
Low lies Bermuda on our startMord bow. 

Ckaous Whastom Smut . . 
Maybe nine years, her hair in yellow braids. 

Edwiv Food Pipbb . . . . 



Joyce Kilkeb 49 

Moses, Hoses, seeing God. 

WlLUAH AUZANDEB PUCT .... 8 

Must I, who wallc alone. 

Katraeine Lee Bates SS5 

My brother, the god, and I grow sick. 

EooAE Lee Harbes 330 

New, for the most part: Tcry, very new. 

BurjAHiM R. C. Low 199 

Now shorter grow November days. 

WnXIAJI ASPEKWALL BoAOIZT . . . 900 

O fair and forest tree. 

Habold Buu.au> 19 

Oh, let's go up the UU and scare ourselves. 

RoBEBT Faonr 133 

Husband, Husband, yours the sin. 

jAltXS E. RlCHAEDSON 40 

Old Adam Warfleld had an only son. 

EIdoae Lee Harebs 90 
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O Uttleonc 

AnT Sherhak BuDOMAir .... 99 
O music, hast tbou only Iward. 

Henrt tan Dtkb IS5 

Oik glance, and I had lost her In the rk>t 

Odeix Shefabd £7 

O tbou who clothest thjself In mystic form. 

Georob Edwau) Wowbbbkt . . . H 
Remember, as the flaming car. 

Chailtoit M. Leitu 190 

She Is too old to look upon Bach days. 

David Mostoh 163 

Space, and the twelre clean winds of heaven. 

EuMicx TmrjiMs 7 

Surely the time for making songs has come. 

HbBKAIIM HAOEDOftM 1 

The August sun had stlU two hours of sky. 

Edwik FotD Pipes 197 

The furnaces, the great steel furnaces tremble and |^ow. 

Eunice Tietjekb 89 

The last pose flickered, failed. The screen's dead white. 

SiBPKEM Vincent Ben£t .... I9A 
Tlie mail baa com« from home. 

ElTNICE TiBTJCNS Sf 

The moon distils a soft blue light. 

CoKEAB Aiken 68 

The rutted roads are all like iron; skies. 

Blub Caixan 247 

"The Smile," they called her, — "La Sourire"; and fair. 

Flouvce Eaelb Coates 1S9 

Then Uriel spake — the great angel, the angel of God. 

CoaiNME Roosevelt Robinkim . . . 101 
There's nothing very beautiful and nothing very gay. 

Quick Johns SIS 

There's something strange about the child tonight 

AoNBS Lee 19 

There was the sea agtdn I IIk Uughlng sea. 

' Loms UKTnaiETEK IS 

These are the days when men draw pens for swords. 

WiLLAtt Wattles 167 

These truly are the brave. 

RoscoE C. Jauuon 173 

lliey drew the blinds down, and the hoiue was old. 

Fbidebick Favrt 939 
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Hkj sent him back to ber. The letter cbqk. 

RoBEiT Fson 163 

niick dappled by circles of aiuuhlne and flutteHng 
shade. 

Amt Lowbll 18 

This is her room; this is her narrow lied. 

WiLUAK AspiKWAu. Braoust ... 38 
This tattered catechism weaves a spelL 

Kathabike Lei Batib 8 

Hum brazen, Ottering wanton of the world. 

Gebtz Bakohti 19S 

Through the pure ether. 

FiAXCu Shaw IS 

Toni^t, the country wine was dear. 

WiLLAiD Warui 40 

Unless I learn to ask no help. 

Sama Teasdalb 06 

We have been patient — and they named us weak. 

Thbodoha GAajuwN 131 

We need fou now, strong guardians of our hearts. 

SCDDDEB MmniTOK 961 

We thought that reason bad mastered men. 

Ahblia Josbphinb Bnu .... 139 
WcU, John Keats. 

Amt Lowbu. 913 

Well then, another drink, Ben Jonson knows. 

Edoai Lib Masiku 849 

What does one gtdn hy living? What by dying? 

Edoab Lie Mavru SB 

What though the moon should come. 

OaaiCE JoBNS 10 

What wage, what guerdon. Life, asked I of you? 

L.IZETTE WOODWOBTR ReSSC .... 394 

When Afarabam Lincoln was shoveled Into the tomb. 

Caxl SAKDSnao S44 

When all the roads are deep with dust. 

WnXIAM ASPENWALL BaADLBT . . . 117 

When the sea has devoured tbe ships. 



Where do I go7 

EotTH Wta17 . . . . 
Where the sun shines In tbe street 

Mabt Caboltk Datibs . 
Wise man, wise man. 

WiLuav Wattub . . . 
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Who's learned the lure of trodden ways? 

Leslie Nklson JiNKiwaa 
Who would have thoufjht & month of Spring? 

Heemaum Haobdobh . . . . 
Tour praise of Nero leaves me cold. 

I.EE Wiuoir DooD 
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